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Around Town. 


The Telegram’s census of the churches, taken 
week ago Sunday, cannot be considered as 
xact, but as a good approximation. That it 
as a disagreeable day no doubt reduced the 
umber somewhat, but when an addition suf- 
cient to bring the total up to 50,000 is 
ade, it indicates that, of the citizens of To- 
onto, less than one out of three attends divine 
ervice in the evening, and one out of five or 
ix goes in the morning. Those who attend in 
he morning are very apt to go twice. While 
his does not show a vast deal of religious 
ervor, it is a very commendable average 
comparison with other English-speak- 
ng cities where the average is much 
ess. Probably no city in the British em- 
pire furnishes such a record. The appalling 


f the inward enthusiasm of church builders, 
ut it sounds exceedingly bad to be told that 
oronto churches owe nearly two million and 
quarter dollars, on which the annual interest 
ust be over $127,000. The 7'elegram’s estimate 
s that for those directly interested in the sup- 
ort of the churches this means ‘a per capita 
ndebtedness of $68.42, which should not 
rigliten the public, as the private indebt- 
dness of these prominent citizens would in 
he aggregate amount to nearly 100 times as 
uch, and while in temporal matters they 
eel safe they should feel sure of realizing 
ufficient to pay for their spiritual concerns. 
8 a great preacher remarked, when asking 
or a collection for some sacred purpose: ‘‘ He 
hat giveth to the poor lendeth to the Lord. 
Tf you are satisfied with the security, come 
down with the dust.” So church members 
know that this money has been advanced for 
the Master's use, and they should not feel the 
$68 a very big lien on their worldly goods for 
spiritual purposes. But when to this principal 
pnd interest is added the aggregate salaries for 
Preachers, amounting to $161,537, and the col- 


ections for all sorts of funds, it begins to be a | 


Mheavy burden, and it is worth while to inquire 
hether the money is either necessary for 
eligious work or is being applied to that 

purpose. Some fashionable churches have 

Mu: little more religious influence than the 

(National or Toronto Clubs or the Granite 

‘Skating Rink. ‘They are pleasant places for 


people to meet, and those addressing the con- | 


gregations know better than to say unpleasant 
%hings or make damaging comparisons, the 

inging is excellent, the cushions are soft, the 
service short, nice people go there and one gets 
Facquainted with improving society. This isa 
very worthy motive in itself, and in looking at 


the vast array of churches we may as well | 
| recognize that this element has much to do | 
with their location and attractiveness. 


hundred and forty-five churches would not be 


") more than sufficient if they were all devoted to | 
the salvation of souls and the building up of | 
spiritual life, and as social resorts having a | 
religious tendency they are always exceed- | 
ingly valuable to the locality and the people 

how- | 


who attend them. These statistics, 
ever, viewed from an evangelistic or ascetic 
standpoint, simply prove to us what almost 
every one has always known, that it is the 
general tendency of modern churches to the 
upbuilding of a purer social life which is of 
most value. I say this advisedly and with as 
much attachment to and reverence for the 
higher ideal of Godliness, sanctity and eternal 


e salvation as if I myself together with the 


majority of church-goers had not sadly lost the 
real earnest evangelizing and seli-sacrificing 
fervor which stirs every soul sometimes; the 
purest souls always. At any rate that the or- 
thodox churches are scarcely making an 
attempt to bring wanderers to God in the old- 
fashioned way isapparent. Seven score clergy- 
men banded together in Toronto for the pur- 


pose of bringing in the needy wayfarer from | 
city, 
would make an almost irresistible—at least | 
Estimating that | 
Toronto | 


the highways and byways of this 
a very powerful 
there are 35,000 families in 
and suburbs, it would be 250 families 
apiece for the clergymen to see, or tive families 
a week in order to visit them once a year. I 
question if this is done though I cannot but 
think that an ardent worker could visit more 
than five families a day. I have no doubt 
clergymen make more than five visits a week 
but I don’t believe any of them visits 250 
families a year. The probabilities are that 
their visits are confined within a radius of 


fifty families, 


army. 


it. 
unpleasant ones. 
do not need much visiting; the unpleasant 


places {in the majority of cases need it badly | 


but are left unvisited. 


7 
* 


The average salary of the Toronto clergy- 
man seems to be about $1,400, though one 
gets $6,000, one $5,000, three get $4,500, one 
$4,000, and including these over thirty-one 
receive over $2,000. As a rule they are not 
badly paid. It is a pity that more of them 
don't devote talents which were ‘evidently not 
intended to shine in the pulpit to the mission- 
ary and benevolent work amongst the poor. 
Toronto has very many clever clergymen, 
and the best paid ones devote themselves 
almost entirely to preaching, leaving the other 
church work to the organizations established 
for that purpose in each congregation. With 
$6,000 as the highest prize which has 


fallen to a Toronto clergyman and $5,000 | 


as the highest which has been obtained by 
force of pulpit abiiity we see that preaching 
does not offer as many premiums as other pro- 
fessions. Many lawyers, not so clever as Mr. 
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church debt may be taken as the outward sign | 





One | 








Some will very largely exceed | 
this number; others will fall very far below | 
There are pleasant places to visit and | 
The pleasant places as a rule | 





} 


Macdonell or Dr. Wild, for instance, are in 
receipt of incomes four or five times as great as 
the salaries those gentlemen receive. I sup- 
pose twenty Toronto doctors can be found 
whose incomes are greater than $10,000 per 
annum, but the clergy have the satisfaction of 
knowing that in the newspaper profession 
there is not an editor who receives more than 
they do, and not over two or three whe get as 
much and in these few instances it is on ac- 
count of financial control or business responsi- 
bility that they get anything like so much, It is 
apity that editors who preach to congregations 
of ten, fifteen, twenty, twenty-five, thirty—and 
in joint circulations of daily and weekly—to as 
high as fifty thousand subscribers, which, mul- 
tiplied by three, would be about the number of 
readers, do it at a paltry pittance, or in the 
more luxuriant positions at one-thousandth of 
a cent per capita. If the collection taken in 
city churches were as small as this, the pulpit 


reet West. 


H.R.H. THE 


would offer still fewer prizes than it does now. 
Moreover, without desiring to institute invid- 
ious comparisons, I would like to suggest that 
if the editors of newspapers who wield so 
mighty an influence had only to appeal to a 


| constituency holding the same doctrines as 
| themselves, never hearing any answer to their 
| propositions, neverengaging in direct argument 


and sure of their living no matter how care- 
lessly they did their work, they would write 
much poorer editorials than they do and they 
are not very much to boast of now. Still on 
the other hand if there were thirty-one editors 
in Toronto receiving over $2,000 a year with 


| the poverty in this city is the saloon. 


superiors ranging up amongst the three, four, | 


five or six thousands, this city would be the 
newspaper capital of the earth, and scribes from 
afar off would make pilgrimages here. The 
collections indicate, by adding the morning and 
evening attendance together and dividing them 


| into the total collections, that people are in the 


habit of giving about seven cents each per 
service, which is not an illiberal donation. To 
what else do they give so largely ? The churches 
of Toronto have reason to feel contented. 
7 
. a 


It is pleasant to notice that the Toronto 
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Ministerial Association has at last yielded to 
pressure and willreceive a deputation from the 
anti-poverty society. 
J. Campbell’s anti-poverty paper in the asso- 
ciation indicates considerable breadth of view, 
and for the clergy to become interested in the 
amelioration of the condition of the poor 
means the accomplishing of a vast deal of good. 
The suggestion in the meetings as to better 
homes for workingmen, not so far removed 
from their toil, is a good one. Rev. Leroy 
Hooker seems to have taken the orthodox and 
move-slowly view of the question in urging 
that the work of the church is to evangelize 
the rich and the poor alike, and when this 
millenium dawn arrives they won’t grind and 
aurt one another. This is all true enough, but 


The discussion of Mr. T. | 
cerating a man who does not pay his debts, 





people are dying in misery while they wait. 
The Rev. Leroy Hooker has $2,700 a year; he 
can afford to wait, but the sewing woman at 27 
cents a day, or the laborer working on the Don 


improvements at $27 a month finds it some- 
what difficult to tarry till the bright light when 
the Rev. Mr. Hooker and his associates will 
have succeeded in making the rich and poor 
alike anxious to do justice to each other. He 
alleged that the great leak that causes much of 
Saloons 
exist because of poverty as well as being par- 
tially the cause of it, and by the way, I would 
like to hear that the Rev. Mr. Hooker has 
preached a sermon to the rich members of his 
church in which he condemned them for not 
being more generous to their employes, or if 
he has a report of a sermon on t)iis subject, it 
would be interesting to many who have missed 
it. Generalities in sermons or editorials will 
never cure these evils; specific and vigorous 
application of truth in individual cases is the 
only remedy. 





* 
* . 

I see that poor beggar Samo is still in jail for 
debt. He petitioned the grand jury to use 
their influence to let him out, and his lawyers | 
once iv a while make an effort to release him 
from custody, but still he stays in jail. Itis 
barbarous, no matter what the man's com- 
mercial career may have been, that he should 


be in reality held as a prisoner for debt. One 
would imagine that this Province, if not this 
Dominion, had outgrown the brutality of incar- 


who, though he may be suspected of having 
money, is, quite possibly, unable to pay. The 
doubt should be in favor of the prisoner! 
Now he languishes in jail, while many sorrows 
and afflictions have to come to himself and his 
family. Samo is no friend of mine, I frankly 
confess I never trusted him, but he has become 
as great an object of pity as many of the 
characters in Dickens’ stories of the Fleet 
prison. 
* +. 

Rev. Mr. Hooker’s suggestion that laws for 
debt should be abolished is not a badone, If 
there were no machinery for collecting debts 
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| 
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the credit system would soon die out, except in | 
those cases where men have implicit confidence | 


in their debtors and are willing to take the 
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Judge Morgan, in his kindly reference to 
the same matter, though stating that it was 
out of the province of the grand jury, promised 
to see toit. In his remarks about the unsani- 
tary condition of the court-house, in a sarcastic 
vein he remarked that he ‘‘could stand it if 
the rest could, and that one life here and there 
did not amount to much.” 
very much popularized himse!f with the bar 


Judge Morgan has | 


} Whole No. 57. 


this question: ‘In your medical practice 
have you ever had a patient who was 
afraid to die,” and with two exceptions 
they have answered ‘‘no.” There is altogether 
too much fear of death A man is not'to be 
blamed for trying to avoid it, or for 
complaining against being forced to follow 
his profession in rank and unwholesome 
rooms, such as are provided in our courthouse, 
but it should be a part of our national educa- 
tion to view life as of much less importance 
than the performance of duty or the proper 
enjoyment of such days as are vouchsafed to us. 


.* @# 

Sara Bernhardt has succeeded in obtaining a 
good advertisement by refusing nearly $5,000 for 
a single performance at the Sultan’s palace at 
Constantinople. Sara is one of those women 
who know how to make money by saying ‘‘no.” 
She would have been a great curiosity to the 
ladies of the harem as one of their sex who had 
been in the harem business herself, only as pro- 
prietor rather than inmate. Probably the 
Sultan wanted to exhibit her as an awful 


example. 


* * 
This has been a bad winter for diplomatists. 


| Following the Sackville West incident Minister 


Phelps is in hot water at the court of St. James, 


| . . . 
because Salisbury won’t appoint a successor to 


| much talking for his own good. 


the gentleman who in Washington did too 
mir Os Es 


| Morier, British Ambassador at St. Petersburg, 
| has been openly accused by the Cologne Gazette 


of betraying German secrets to the French 
while at Darmstadt in 1870. Sir Morier has de- 


| manded an explanation which he is not receiv- 


and the people since he has been on the | 


bench in this city. There is about him that 
air of the man of the world which shows a 
much wider experience than has fallen to the 
lot of many. I believe with him that we should 


have anew court house—the greatness of the | 


city demands it—and I also agree that a life 
here and there is of much less importance than 
is generally ascribed toit. It is always a pity 


ing, and there is evidently trouble ahead for 
this gentleman of anti-German leanings, and 
one is !ed to believe that Sackville is not the 
first over-fresh diplomatist in the service. How 
these exposures go in waves? One pleasant 
little thing seems to start another. 
oe 
The discovery of Stanley’s safety is’a corrobo- 
ration of what some cynical newspaper people 
have been saying, that the various reports of 
| his death were probably permitted in order to 
make his resurrection, later on, a very impor- 
tantevent. It is net unlikely that Henry M. 
| Stanley will yet be billed at Association Hall, 
| fora lecture on Africa at two dollars a head. 
Wher he gets back he will draw almost as 
| well as Mrs. Brown-Potter or Potter-Brown, 
whichever way it is, and there will be much 
more reason for it. While he was away in 
Africa on his first trip, his girl at home got 
married and he was left to figure out the 
; conundrum of ‘“* What doth it profita man if 
he discovereth the whole earth and _ lose 
his best girl?” Since then he has passed 
most of his time in the jungles, and on 
| his return will no doubt make by far 
' the most important addition to geographical 
information that has been contributed in this 
| decade. Who will bea greater hero than he? 
His best girl will probably feel sorry then that 
she did not wait, while perhaps the world will 
have reason to be gratified beeause if he had 
settled down to rocking a cradle and helping 
his wife to decide on what they would have for 
dinner the next day, the Aruwhimi would have 
remained undiscovered, though perhaps he 
might have asked that question of his wife and 
found out that she was very ‘“ whimmy” 
indeed ? 


a 
.* * 


On Monday we will have our nomination for 
city officers, and it is customary to express the 
hope that the citizens will induce good men to 
offer themselves. Asa matter of fact, the men 
who want the positions for the honor of it, or 
the profit of it, will offer themseives and the 
citizens themselves will select without a great 
deal of deliberation the men with whom they 
are best acquainted, with the chances in favor 
of the man who asks them first. It isa pity 
that itis soand still greater pity that more and 
better men are not inclined to seek the honor 
of serving their city, particularly at this time 
when we need the wisest and most disinter- 
ested counsels of strong men. Mayor Clarke 
has not only fulfilled the highest hopes of his 
friends, but by his ability, energy and 
honesty has won the respect of even those 
who opposed his election. He will have 
another term without opposition and if 
he has a good council he will straighten 
out many of the crooked things which were 
bequeathed to him by his predecessors. Very 
few people know the absolutely awful con- 
dition of the Don improvement work, and I am 
doubtful if either the Engineer or the Mayor 
has discovered a way out of it. It will need 
hard and careful work to steer the city out of 
the trouble without enormous loss and expen- 
diture which might have been avoided had the 
thing been properly begun. 

oe 

I wish you alla Happy New Year, and hope 
you won't break all your good resolutions be- 
fore I have a chance to talk to you again next 
week, Don. 


The Princess of Wales. 


Our front page picture this week is an ad- 
mirable portrait of the most popular woman in 
England to-day. Many there are, doubtless, 
in this city who remember that rainy day on 
the 9th of March, 1863, when the fortunes of 
England and Denmark were united in St. 
George’s Chapel, Windsor. From that day up 


to see a man die; it is always a sad thing to | to the present, her popularity has known no 


have one’s friends die, but after all it is only a 
question of the date. 


recently told us that during his seventeen 


years’ experience as the representative of a | 


large medical constituency he has put to the 
most eminent medical men in the world 


Sir L. Playfair has very | 


abatement; on the contrary it has increased 
with succeeding years. Deeply has our future 
| Queen Consort enshrined herself in the hearts 
| of the nation, and long may she live to wear 
the honors she so worthily bears, is the sin- 
cere prayer of all readers of SATURDAY NIGHT. 
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Do we mourn the old and dying year? 
Should we wish to stay the settling pall ? 
But, as the year fades in the , 


A golden year wherein 
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The year is dead. All hail! the new- 
born year. A. H. A, 
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Society. | 


There are many older churches in the city of | 
Toronto, but there is not one where the in- | 
ternal appointments are more complete or ; 
more characterized by good taste than those of 
the little church of St. Simon’s, which stands 
between the head of Ontario street and the |! 
southern boundary of Rosedale. The Christ- 
mas decorations this year are very beautiful, 
and I have yet to see a more comely sanctuary 
than that of St. Simon’s as seen at the morn- 
ing service on Christmas Day. Exquisite taste, 
the distinct of reverential feeling 
heightened by the spirit of Christmastide, and 
a proper pride in their own little church have, 
very apparently, been potent factors in the | 
decoration of St. Simon’s by Mrs. Harry Pellatt, 
the Misses Hooper, Miss Wood, Miss Ellis and 
Miss Edith Clarke. 





evidence 


. 

On Wednesday last a quiet wedding was cele- | 
brated at No. 2 Wellington place in this city, | 
when Rev. D. J. Macdonnel! united in matri- 
mony Miss Annie Bethune, the third daughter 
of the late Mr. James Bethune Q. C., and Mr. 
Alexander McDougald, barrister, of Chicago, 
eldest son of the former registrar of Stormont, 
Dundas and Glengarry. The bride was attired 
in a traveling gown of dark terra cotta and 
was attended by her sister Miss Cora Bethune, 
while Mr. George Lindsey assisted the groom. 
After the dejewner, to which none but the 
relatives of the contracting parties sat down, 
there being no invited guests, the happy couple | 
left on the Canadian Pacific Railway en route 
for Chicago which will be their future home. 
A great many handsome presents were sent to 


| 
the bride. 
e 1 


Mrs. Arthur Spragge returned to town last 
week from her husband’s farm in the North- 
West, where she has been staying for the past 
six months, and mother, Mrs. 
Hillyard Cameron, in Wilcox street. 


is with her 


Mrs. H. D. Lumsden of Sherbrooke, Que., is 
spending Christmas with her parents, Mr. and 
Mrs. J. W. G. Whitney of Wellesley crescent. 

+ 

Mr. Harry Beatty of the N. W. M. P., eldest 
son of Mr. W. H. Beatty of The Oaks, Queen’s 
Park, has obtained leave of absence, and is 
spending Christmas in town with his people. 
His face has been a familiar one on King street 
this week with his smart turnout. 

Among other transient Christmas guests 
whose faces brought good cheer into our midst, 
were Mr. Walter Townsend of Montreal—a 
right good fellow as all admit—also Mr. John 


Marling fromet he same town. 
* 


Mr. Beverley Robinson's familiar face is seen 
again amongst us. Heis also home spending 
Christmas week with his people at Sleepy 


Hollow. 
7 


Miss Hill, who undertook to escort a large 
party of ladies and gentlemen on a European 
tour in the summer with such great success, 
arrived home this week, bringing with her the 
last contingent, Mrs. Gaviller of Hamilton and 
Miss Isabel Proudfoot of Toronto. Miss Hill 
also brougnt out with her a niece, who will 
spend the winter in Canada. They all ex- 
press themselves as highly pleased with the 
State of Nebraska of the State line, on which 
they made their return passage. 


Cadet McInnis of the Royal Military College, 
Kingston, arrived in town last week to spend 
Christmas among his many friends. He is the | 
guest of Mrs. Stephen Heward, 


Mr. and Mrs. Frank McKelcan of Hamilton 
were the guests of Mr. and Mrs. George Tor- 
rance of 43 Grosvenor street for a few days last 
week, and left for home on Saturday. 


Mrs. Hellmuth of London, Ont., is another 
welcome visitor whom Christmas-tide brings 
amongst us once again, even though only for a 
short time. She is staying with her father and 
mother, Mr. and Mrs, Clarke Gamble of St. 


Vincent street. 
. 


Cadet Brock of the Royal Military College, 
Kingston, is spending his Christmas holidays 


with his people in Toronto. 
. 


One can hardly express in sufficiently sympa. 
thetic and sorrowing terms the regret caused 


| by the announcement of‘the dangerous condi- 
| tion of Miss Marjorie Campbell. The news first 


got noised abroad last Suriday, the day after 
Miss Campbell’s attack, when 
prayers of the congregation at St. George’s 


| Church were desired fo> one member who was 


lying sick unto death. But it was not until 
after the service was over that the few who 
knew whispered it to their friends, who iu 
turn, horror-stricken and incredulous, passed 
it on, and so it got abroad. Miss Campbell has 


| made many friends in the short year she has 


shone at the head of Toronto youth and beauty, 
and it is with the keenest anxiety that people 
daily wait for the good news of an improve- 


| ment in her condition. In the meantime every- 


thing contemplated at Government House 
in the way of gayety has been postponed, 
and Sir Alexander has the warmest 
sympathy of his many friends, acquaintances 
and admirers in Canada. The recent death 
of his eldest daughter in Switzerland, this 


| summer, has sadly unfitted him for another 
| such bereavement, and all hope and pray he 


will not be called upon to bear it, and that we 
may see Miss Campbell again amongst us ina 


| short time. 


* 


Mr. Grant Stewart, who has lateiy been 


making himself so popular on the platform | 


and in society, gave a very successful dramatic 
and musical recital at Hamilton last week, 


which I hear was well attended. 
. 


Dr. and Mrs. J. E. Elliott have returned from 
their wedding trip and have been at home, 


at 28 Wilton avenue, to their friends this week. 
a 


It appears that the present Governor-General 
will show a penchant for Toronto as strong as 


that of his late lamented predecessor, and that | 


society here will enjoy much of his presence 
and that of the charming members of his suite. 
Only a month ago Lord and Lady Stanley came 
from Ottawa to be present at the St. Andrew's 
ball, and next week they come again in order 
to open the Victoria Club. 


On Thursday even- 
| 


ing there is to be a carnival of skaters in fancy | 


dress at the Victoria Rink, providing that the 
weather changes completely between now and 


then, and at 9 p.m. their Excellencies are to | 


open the club house, and to hold a reception 
within its walls. The cards of invitation for 
this reception are well done, the monogramitic 


of the whole, but many members of the club, 
of whom I am one, are rather amused that 
these cards should have been sent to us, since 
it is the president, officers and members who 


request the pleasure of the guests’ company. 
* 


On the day before the Victoria Club affair 
their Excellencies will hold a public reception 
from 4 to 6.30 in the Legislative Chamber of 
the Parliament Building. Lord and Lady 
Stanley were, I believe, to have received at 


| Government House on that day, but the sad 


occurrence there has, of course, prevented this, 


| It was once my misfortune to attend a public 


reception in the Legislative Chamber, and my 


| memory affords me no more dreary and dismal 


a recollection. 
* 


To the eating of dinners there is no end, 
That this is especially true on Christmas Day, 


the earnest | 


Since Christmas night The Yeoman of the 
Guard has drawn rank and fashion as I pre- 
dicted. On Wednesday night the iiouse was 
especially smart. One box was adorned by a 
party of mashers, Messrs. Fox, Cassimer Dick- 
son, Shanly and Herman Boulton, and another 
was graced by Mr. and Mrs. Walter Dickson, 
Mr. and Mrs, Edwards and Mr. John Morrow. 


* 





















some other houses than their own, was very dis. 
agreeably brought home to me last Tuesday, 
when at about seven o'clock I tried to get a cab, 
and could find none. I did my best by tele- 
phone, but it was slow work, for the  entle- 
man at the central office had evidently been 
Christmasing like everybody else, and when 
ence he had given a connection, could hardly 
be persuaded to give another. He and his fel 


lows, however, must have revived later, for Dr. Colin Campbell of New York was 
many Christmas healths were drunk over the | 2mongst those people whom Christmas 
wires. brought home to Toronto. 

* - 


ward to by the invited, but Miss Campbell was 
to have beem one of the party, and in conse- 
quence of her illness the intended party is 
deferred to another year. 

* 


Mrs. A. H. Campbell’s Chrigtmas day At 
Home was as successful a venture as I antici- 
pated. The number of Mrs, Campbell’s guests 
would have overcrowded any smaller house 
than Carbrooke. Except for a suspicion of 
holly and a dream of mistletoe, it might have 
been any other day, the eternal Christmas 
song, even, was almost wanting, for people 
had mostly exchanged their ‘compliments of 
the season” earlier inthe day, at church doors 
or elsewhere. What a heavy, ponderous phrase 
is this same ‘‘compliments of the season.” 
‘*A merry Christmas” is a pleasing epigram, 


Mr. Stephen Heward, a younger son of Mrs, 
Stephen Heward of Peter street, wno has spent 
the last few years in France, has returned to 
town, and will probably reside in Toronto for 


the future. 
* 


Mr. Coney of Detroit is intown. From the 
warmth of his welcome he must have spent as 
merry a Christmas here as he ever spent any- 


TOURS IN THE TROPICS 
Yachting Trips Among the Islands 


Bermuda, Nassau, Cuba, the Windward Isles, Panama, 
California, South America. bs 
Full information as to Sailings, Rates, Pamphlets, &. 


72 YONGE STREET, TORONTO 


North German Lloyd 


ONLY BI-WEEKLY LINE 
Palatial express steamships from New York 
EVERY WEDNESDAY. EVERY SATURDAY 
THE SHORT)|LONDON ‘ i 
ROUTE to | PARIS (HUROPE 
OEL...cHS & CO., General Agents, New York. 
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VIOLIN VIRTUOSO 
Will receive a limited number of pupils for the Violin, © 
RESIDENCE 168 HURON STREET 
Also, will accept engagements for concerts as SOLOIST 


DYEING AND CLEANING _ 


Gent’s Snits dyed or cleaned. Ladies’ Dresses dyed or 


pliments” sentence 
sound. Among Mrs, 


lady it was who did the inviting—were Col. 


ward Jones, Miss Mabel Heward, the Messrs, 
Heward, Miss Williams, Mr. Williams, R. E., 
of London, Eng., Capt. Sears, Capt. Macdou- 
gal, Miss Otter, Mrs. Fitzgibbon, Miss Mc- 











and that very many people eat their dinners in 





Carthy, Miss Robinson, the Messrs, Langton, 
Mr. Harvey Hayes, Miss Stewart, Mr. Grant 
Stewart, Mr. Thomas, Mr. and Mrs. Ramsay 


and so is “ A happy New Year,” but the ‘“‘com- 
has such an uncouth 

Campbell’s guests—or 
rather among Miss Campbell's, for the latter 


and Mrs. Sweny, Miss Hodgins, Mr. Percy 
Hodgins, Miss Jones, the Messrs. Gordon and Ed- 


cleaned, Overcoats and Ulsters dyed or cleaned. 
Telephone No. 1258. Best house in the city at 


STOCKWELL, HENDERSON & BLAKE'S 


89 King Street West. 


CHRISTMAS NUMBERS 
Illu:trated London News, Graphic, Holly } 

Leaves, Yule Tide, Ladies’ Pictorial, Montreal — 

Star, Saturday Night, Etc., Etc. : 


Also a very choice assortment of 
CHRISTMAS CARDS, BOOKLETS, ETC. 


Newest designs. Please examine our stock before purchasing 


F. W. NYE & CO. 


“The Rossin House News 


where. 
* 


Monday evening ‘being Christmas Eve there 
was not as large a “‘house” as most people ex- 
pected on the first appearance of Gilbert & 
Sullivan’s new opera, Although the audience 
was small it was very select, Mrs. Armstrong 
and party occupied one of the lower boxes, 
Mrs. Armstrong was radiant in cardinal plush 
and pale blue. Tne party in the box next com. 
prised a number of young gentlemen, who kept 
so far in the rear that only Mr. D. J. MecMurchy 
was discernible. One of the other young men 
appeared on the qui vive most of the evening, 
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Wright, Miss Smith of London, Eng., Mrs. | and was an attraction in himself. Among the 7 . — 

Bain, Miss Small, the Messrs. Small, the} occupants of orchestra chairs I atees neem TORONTO 

Misses Wragge, Miss Gillespie, Miss Grace | Mr, and Mrs. Gooderham, Mr. Arthur 

Boulton, the Messrs. Boulton, Miss Gregg, Mr. | Morphy. Miss Dixon, who with Miss Hon. 

Roberts, Mr. Percy Goldingham, Miss Dawson. | Waldo, was accompanied by Mr. Pellat, RECIPROCITY Composed | 
= looked very bewitching. Miss Waldo was in pod 2a 


Mrs. Meyrick Bankes left on Tuesday morn- 
ing to join Sir David and Lady Macpherson at 
San Remo. Mrs. Bankes and her daughter 
went via New York and by a line of steamers 
which has been gaining much in popularity of 
late, the French Compagnie generale trans- 
atlantique to Havre. One of the several de- 
pressing social facts of the week is the final 
closing of Chestnut Park, by the departure of 
the last of its popular denizens. It is possible 
that the house may be re-opened forthe return 
of Sir David and Lady Macpherson in the 
spring, but more probably Sir David's health 
will compel him to spend the early summer at 
Homburg, so that the gates of the hospitable 
Park may be closed for three quarters of the 


year. 
* 


But that some of this family is still left is 
very much en evidence to the many people who 
have received Mra. Percival F. Ridout’s cards 
for an At Home on the afternoon of Saturday, 
January 5. The world has of course long since 
called on Mrs. Ridout, but an At Home will 
give people an opportunity of viewing a house 
which is said to be amongst the most .charm- 
ingly decorated and furnished in Toronto. The 
fruits of Mr. and Mrs. Ridouts long wander- 
ings, and very beautiful fruits t90, are reported 
to make a show worth going far to see, and it 


is not very far to Rosedale House. 
* 


While the dinner parties of Christmas day 
are chiefly confined, as to the guests, to mem- 
bers of the family and to very intimate friends, 
the dinners of New Year's day, though not so 
plentiful, are of a grander, more imposing, and 
perhaps more formal a nature. Happily in 
Toronto ‘“‘society tarts” are plentiful enough 
to make many a dinner table beautiful on New 


next what Byron describes as: 

‘That all-softening, o’erpowering knell, 

The tocsin of the soul—the dinner bell.” 
will summon to one table no such array of 
beauty as will adorn that of Mrs. Edward 


| Jones on Church street. 
* 


The complimentary dinner to Captain Sears 
on the eve of that gallant officer’s departure to 
England, given by the united military of 
Toronto, was held last Friday evening at the 
National Club and wasa brilliant affair. With 
but one exception, everybody present was an 
officer in full regalia, but the exception was 
equal to the oceasion and made one of the best 
speeches of the evening. Speech followed 
speech, of songs and toasts there was no end, 


| Having sat down soon after eight it was two 


o'clock a.m., before the last bottle was opened, 
the last toast proposed and drunk and the 
homeward cigars lighted. The evening was an 
eloquent, very eloquent, proof of Captain Sears’ 
great popularity with his brother officers, and 


of their regret at his loss, 
* 


The burden of my song this week has been 
dinners, and is dinners still, and a good burden, 
too, for there is no more pleasant way of enter- 
taining or of being entertained. ‘Toronto so- 
ciety recognizes this fact, and for some people 
there has been a glut ot dinners of late—a glut 
simply because they could not dine at more 
than one place on the same night, and to be 











: c c 4 | F. Davis, tte veteran teacher of dancing, and the leadir 
Year’s night, but if rumor errs not, on Tuesday . maak = 





dark blue, while Miss Dixon was in a charming 
scarlet costume. Miss Blossom Kingsmill, who 
(Continued on Page Eleven.) 





If you received a Christmas Present, reciprocate. Call at 


Bingham’s Pharmacy’ 


100 YONGE STREET 


and procure one of the few Holiday Gifts still left, 


‘Now Selling at Cost 





EE. BEETON 


Chronometer and High-Grade Watch Specialist. 
OPPOSITE POST OFFICE, TORONTO. 


Repairing and adjusting of fine and complicated watches of 
every description my forte. 


Key-winding Watches Altered to Stem-winders. 


Beautiful Presents for the Holidays 


Examine the Fine Shoes and Slippers at 


L. A. STACKHOUSE’S, 427 YONGE STREET 


TAYLOR & CO. 


ART TAILORS 
120: WEST KING ST. 


HOUSE ENTRANCE, 








XMAS AND NEW YEAR'S” 


WINES 


IN STOCK 


100 Cases Pomme:y Champagne 
50 Cases Perrier Jouet Champagne 
50 Cases G. H. Mumm’s Fxtra Dry Champ: gn 


| 
All of the Celebrated Vintage of 1884. 
| 
| 
| 





OPPOSITE ROSIN 





Perfect W.rkmansh'p and Correct Style 
cf Dre s for Gentlemen’s Wear a Reasonable 
Price, Per.onal attention g.ven to all patrons | 
by our Mr. Charles M. Taylor. 


Sandeman and Cockburn's Purts in Bole 
Pemartin and Misa’s Sherries in Bottle 


Old Wines and in Fine Condition 


DANCING viichie & Co.) 


| 
ASTOUNDING! AMAZING! ASTOUNDING! | 





From the first of September last to December 22 Prof. J. 


512 KING ST. WEST 


teacher of Toronto for 29 years, has taught 16 classes, aver- 
aging 17 pupils in each class, total 272 Private pupils (by 
special appointment) 72, grand total 344 He has given 
Two Hundred Class Lessons and One Hundred 
and Forty-four Private Lessons, totalling the 
extraordinary nember ot Three Thousand Five 
Hundred and Forty-four Individual Lessons. 
Every pupil receives his Personal Attention. No assistants 
are employed. His original method tor teaching enables 
him todo the work thoroughly and satisfactorily alike to 
pupil and tea her. (Ques.—Where will you go for your 
dancing lessons? His Academy is at 77 Wilton avenue. 
Established 1859. New classes forming now. To begin 
after the holidays. 
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ROOM 1, 
5 AND 57 ADELAIDE 
STREET EAST, 
TORONTO. 


ia 






High Grade 


we. WATCHES 


! 

| 

} 

W. F. ROsS & CO. | 

Non-Magnetic 





Gold and Silver—Wholesale and oan 


RECOMMEND TO THE LADIES 


Armand’s Hair Store 


407 Yonge St. 107 


Where they can obtain the | 
best finished Hair Goods, | 
| 


This is the most perfect-fitting and 
comfortable corset in the market. 





best quality, at reasonable 
prices. Fringes, Pompadour 
Bangs, Waves, 
Wigs, etc. 

Ladies’ hair-dressing for 
Balls, Soirees, Theaters, etc. 


Crompton Corset Coy} 


Scle Manufacturers for the Dominion 


EDWARDS’ CATE 


Switches, 











DESSICATED SOUP! 


compelled to refuse tempting invitations isa Dacalanal nem ¢ 
and Historical ‘ ” , a 
rrie / > 2 e av. him. a ; : ¢ | Consists of Extract ef Beer and Veerrasues in a dry state; © 
- e pod ines ec rir ees to say, him ne in perfect quickly and easily made ready for the table; agreeable to 3 
giver, remarked in my hearing the palate ; 


this week that he had no less than nineteen of 
these invitations for the previous week, but a 
lady near by beat him easily, for she had re- 


| ceived twenty-four. 
crest at the top is neat and so is the engraving | 


On Saturday night the officers and crew of 
that hospitable yacht, the Rivet, were dined at 


| the Queen's Hotel by two of their passengers on 


the cruise last summer. Messrs. J. D. Hay and 


| Dugald Macmurchy were the hosts, and right 


nobly did they do their work. The menu cards, 
headed with an etching of the yacht and sur- 
rounded by drawings descriptive of incidents 
of her cruises, were an artistic triumph, and 
the menu itself was divine. The wine—more 
sO. 


* 

A complete novelty for spending the last 
night of the old year and seeing the youngster 
born was that suggested and planned by Miss 
Jessie McInnes. Some thirty people were to 
have gone up to Hamilton on the afternoon of 
December 31 to dine and sleep at Dundurn, the 
Hon. Donald McInnes’ place at Hamilton. 
The scheme had greatly taken people’s fancies, 
and the end of the year was much looked for- 








Ladies’ hair-cutting, Singe- 
ing and Shampooning. 
Ladies waited upon at their 
own residence. Hair Dyed 
or Bleached in any color <r 

, shade. Special appointments 
made. Hair Watch Chains made to order. 


FRANCLE ARMAND 


Ladies’ Fashionable Hair-Dresser and Perfumer 
407 Yonge Street 407—-Toronto 


NUTRITIOUS, ECONOMICAL 
and is, in its proportions of flesh-formers, heat-formers and ~ 
mineral salts, a most perfect diet ! 


FOR SALE BY ALL GROCERS 
In tins, lb, 40c.; $lb., 25c.; 4lb., 15c.; and 2 oz. packets 5c. 


Epwarps’ Economic CookrrY—a valuable book—post free 
on application. 


STANWAY & BAILEY, Wholesale Agents, 
44 Front Street East, Toronto. 


GREAT HOLIDAY SALE 


W. A. MURRAY & CO. 


Are all the month ot December offering wonderful Bargains in every Department 
specially in Black and Colored Silks, Satins, Velvets, Plushes, Moires, French Dress 
Goods, Combination Dresses, Black Dress Goods, Cloaking, Sealettes, Fancy Flannels, 
Hosiery, Gloves, Underwear, Laces, Trimmings,..Ribbons and Fancy Goods. Also the 
choice of the finest stock in the Dominion of Imported Mantles, Jackets, Ulsters, 
Dolmans, Dolmanettes, and Opera Wraps, Children’s Dresses, Corsets, Skirts, Under- 
clothing, and Millinery Goods, all at Greatly Reduced Prices. Inspection of our immense 
stock solicited by ' 


W. A. MURRAY & CO. 


17, 19, 21, 23,25 AND 27 KING ST. EAST, TORONTO. 
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a: Telephone 344 

od ta anang MARSLAND & KENNEDY 
, Pamphlets, &. | FAMILY GROCERS 
Land, “wINE & SPIRIT MERCHANTS 
rORONTO 285 KING ST. WEST, TORONTO 

" Lloyd aa." for Medicinal Purposes a 
LINE 


MISS WETHERALD_ 
Professional Reader and Eloeutionist 


n for a limited number of engagements—Parlor and 
‘Church At Homes. For testimonials and terms address 


91 YORKVILLE AVE., City. 


MISS RUTHVEN 
Teacher of Pianoforte and Harmony 
18 Wood Street, Toronto. 


1 New York 
-Y SATURDAY 


JROPE 


w York. 
Yonge St., Toronto ; 








ils for the Violin, 7 





i LATE OF THE ROYAL 
| STREET ; S. GT ¢ Conservatoire, Leipzig, 
certs as SOLOIST ) Germany) Organist and Choirmaster Jarvis St. Baptist 

‘ Church, Toronto, teacher of 
ANING Piano, Organ and Musical Theory 
’ Dresses dyed or at the Toronto College of Music 
cleaned. Residence 305 Jarvis Street 
n the city at = 
& BLAKES} MISS LIZZIE HIGGINS 
Test. 


MBERS 


rraphic, Holly 
rial, Montreal 


Late of Royal Conservatorium, Leipzig, Germany 


Teacher of Piano-forte, Harmony, Counterpoint, &c., at the 
Conservatory of Music, Toronto, is prepared to receiye 


pupils for private instruction at her residence, 
nt of 

















LETS, ETC. @ 16 CLARENCE SQUARE 
before purchasing |" PERCY V. GREENWOOD 
0 D cagenten All Saints’ Church, Teacher of Music. Three 
Ss manual organ for practise. Address 239 Sherbourne etreet. 
ws Depot” Telephone 1,775. 
~~ \TORONTO ORCHESTRAL ASSOCIATION 
Hon. Member—¥. H. TORRINGTON. 
+ Composed of professional musicians only. Are now pre- 
| pared to furnish music for Balls, Parties, At Homes, &c. 
> Large or small orchestras Addrees THOS, CLAXTON, 
? President and Manager, 197 Yonge Street. 
‘iprocate. Call at MR. THO S 
5 CORNET VIRTUOSO 
Open for concert, etc. First-class music for Balls, Recep- 
rm ac ‘tions, At Homes. 
257 Spadina Ave. 
Or care Heintzman & Co., 117 King St. West. 
BET ao 


HAMILTON McCARTHY, A.B.C.A., Sculptor 
remises on the ground floor 
Rtreet, immediately opposite 


Mr. 
Has removed to commodious 
of New Buildings on Lombard 
Postoffice 


Gifts still left, 


t Cost 





Claxton’s 


Music Stores 
197 Yon ge Street 
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Champ.» 63 King Sivcet West 
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B : le . 

Toronto Conservatory of Music 
Hon. G. W. Allan, President 

iondition OVER 600 PUPILS FIRST SEASON 


50 TEAGHERS : Virte nally all departments of Music 
@ taught from beginning to graduation, 


including piano, vocal art, orc an, violin, sight-singing, harmony, 

etc.; alsoelocution, Certifieates and Diplomas. 
Tuition, $5 and. upwards per term. Both class and private 

instructien. ENP ils may enter at any date and are roe ei ie 


»roportionatel Board and room provide d 
ANTAGES: 


E ementa ary harmo ny an a vic . notion 
ieee concerts, recitals,etc, Calendar giving fullinformation 
mailed on application. 

There being private schools bearing names somewhat similar, 
it ts particulanly requested that all correspondence for the 
Conservatory be addressed 

EDWARD FISHER, Director, 
Cor. Yonge Street and Wilton Ave. 


ONTARIO COLLEGE OF MUSIC 


» 142 Carlton Street Opposite the Gardens 
This is a Private School, patronized by the best 
families in the city. The principal teacher who has had 
charge of the school for the past four years is a German, 
educated in his native country, and has had thirty years 
experience as a teacher of music in the United States and 
Canada. Mechanical playing of scales and exercises retards 
the intellectual part of Piano instruction, which is the foun- 
dation of a thorough and lasting education. By our method 
we overcome this difficulty without sacrificing technical 
proficiency. Thorough work guaranteed from the lowest 
to the highest grade. Private instruction at upil’s resi- 

denceif preferred. For information address the Principal, 
«. FARRINGER, 


ORONTO, 








Toronto 
.- 


Thorough instruct- 
ion in every branch 
of Music, Vocal, In- 
Strumental and The 
oretical, by except- 
ionally well qualified 


ollege 
of Music 


iJ 
YATISI 


and Orchestral and 


‘ 








teachers. Large 3- 
manual Pipe Or an — Organ School 
and capacious Music Hall. Students of Orchestral Instruments 
tting and have the special ge antage of p ractical experience in an orchestra 
‘ of sixty performers, Vocal Students take part in a large chorus, 
arket. ; gelning experience in Oratorio ant cia al works. All courses 
, throughly practical, whether for pre enn onal or amateur students 
\ All Students partic ip te FREE in concerts and lectures on har- 
mony, acoustics and all other subjects necessary to a proper mu- 
‘ sical education. TERMS:—Class or pernte tuition, $5 to $30. 
ie ¥. H. Torrington, Director, 12-14 Pembroke St., TORONTO 
minion ; 4 
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Removed to the Young Women’s Christian 
Guild Building 


Afternoon and Evening Classes for Children and Adults. 


PRIVATE SCHOOL FOR BOYS 
Ontario Academy, 47 Phobe Street 








a ne tien wut training for commercial life or the 
'Flannels, Private tuition for students in the evening. Send for 
Also the a Prospectus. R. W. DILLON, M.A., 
, Ulsters, Principal. 
s, Under-@ & i eran 
Immense Walnut, Mahogany Oherry, Birch, 
Flooring, Shingles, Lath, Lignum- 
) vite, Boxwood and Mouldings. 
. H 
INTO. ILLOCK & KENT, Albert Street 





Bi waders Sta Seat 


‘TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 





TORONTO BUSINESS COLLEGE 


Largest, most complete and most practical Business 
College and Shorthand Institutue im Carada. Faculty un- 
surpassed. Our mode of instruction unequaled. Day and 
Evening Sessions for Ladies and | Gentlemen. Send at once 
for new circular. 


COR, YONGE AND SHUTER STS., TORONTO 


J. W. L. FORSTER, 
ARTI ST | In OilandCrayon 


__STUDIO—KING STREET EAST. 








J. FRASER BRYCE 


PHOTOGRAPHER 
107 KING STREET WEST 


PHOTOGRAPHS 


Finest Cabinet Photographs $1.50 
per Dozen. 


ROBINSON & MOORE, 147 YONGE ST. 


JOHN P. MILL 


Watchmaker 
Watches and “ae 





and Jeweler 


Rings a specialty. 
kinds of Repairing 


Special attention 


445} Yonge Street, opp. College Ave., Toronto. 


THE HUB CAFE 


And MERCHANTS’ LUNCH COUNTER 
First-class in every respect. A specialty is the choice 
butter and the best meats procurable. All the delicacies of 
the season and prompt attendance. Private dining-room 
up-stairs. Reading and smoking rooms attached. 


12 Colborne 8t., W. R. BINGHAM, PROP. 


«= M. McCONNELL - 
46 and 48 King Street East, 
Commendador Port Wine in cases and bulk. Family 
trade a specialty. Agent for the celebrated Moet and Chan- 
don ‘‘ White Seal,” George Gourlet and other les ading brands 
Over half a million imported cigars always 


of Champagne. 
Trade supplied at bottom pric es, 





Jordan Street 
HARRY MORGAN - - Proprietor 
The Leading Restaurant for Toronto City Merchants. 


Game in season always on the bill of fare. 
First-class Reading and Smoking Roo _s, supplied with 
all the daily papers. 





Grand Opera Sample Room 


The choicest lines of WINES, LIQUORS AND CIGARS. 
FIRST-CLASS RESTAURANT in connection. 


D. SMALL, Proprie‘or. 


CONFEDERATION _ 
Life Association 


P 

= JEWELL RESTAURANT 
| 

| 

| 

| 15 Toronto Street 


F..H. SEFTON 
DENTIST 


172 Yonge Street, next door to R, Simpson’s 
Dry Goods Store 


OFFICE HOURS—8 A.M. TO 9 P.M. 


SPAULDING & CHEESBROUGH | 
DENTISTS 


TEETH WITH OR 





Best teeth on Rubber, $8.00. Vitalized air for painless 
extraction. Telephone 1476 


C. H. RIGGS, cor. King and Yonge 





C. V. SNE LGROVE 
DENTAL SURGEON 97 CARLTON ST. 
Bridzework, Gold and Porcelain Crowns a speciaity. 
Tel. No. 3031. 


Office Hours : from 9 a.m. to 6 p.m. 


Mr. HIPKINS |! 


DENTIST 


ROCMS, No. 1 COLLEGE AVENUE | 


(Over Wood's Drug Store, cor. Yonge street.) 


South East Cor. Queen and Yonge Sts. 








PATENTS 
KELLOND & CO. 


Solicitors and Experts 
24 King Street East, Toronto, 156 St. James Street, 
Montreal, Pacific Buildin Washington, D. C 
Agencies in all Foreign Ca ita 
and Copy righ ts Registered. 


Bronze Medal 1884.—GOLD MEDALIST,—Gold Medal 1885 | 





OSTRICH FEATHER DYER 


The most reliable place in the City to have Broken and | 


Defective Feathers Re-maue into Handsome Feathers, Pom- 
Poms, Aigrettes and Mounts. Feathers Shaded or Dyed in 
the Late t French Styles and Colors. 


J. W. A. BUTLER, 80 Bay Street (west side, near | 


Wellington) Toronto. 


REMOVAL 
THE MISSES PLUMMER 


MODISTES 
53 Gloucester S Street, late 14 Charles Street 


DRESSM. AKERS’ NEW 
TAILOR SYSTEM OF | = 
SQUARE MEASURE- 
(ENT, (late Prof. Moody's). 
rafte direct ArewiT paper 
t patterns. J.& A.CARTER, 
Practical Dressmakers and | 
Milliners, 372 Yonge street, 
Toronto. 
y__ Agente wanted. 


‘Charles Brown, 


Nos. 36 and 38 
KING ST. WEST. 





Carriages $1 
Telephone 123. 





Trade Marks, Designs | 


PROMETHEUS BOUND. 


| The Home Savings & Lean Co. Ltd. 


| OFFICE: 72 CHI RCH STREET, TORONTO 


$500,000 to loan on Mortgage 


sums. Reasonable rates cf interest 
and terms of repayment. No valuation fee charged 

HON. FRANK SMITH, JAMES MASON, 

| President. Manager. 


NORTH AMERICAN LIFE ASSURANCE C0, 


and Annuities. 
Hon. A. MACKENZIK, M.P., Pres. ; d 
| Biaikik, Vice-Presidents ; Wm. McCase, Man’g Director. 


LESSONS IN PHRENOLOGY 


gapercengensorys ane a ‘aul Street. 
THOMAS MOFFAT I 
FINE ORDERED BOOTS AND SHOES 


A good fit guaranteed, prices moderate, strictly first-class 


1985 YONGE STREET, TORONTO 
THIRP DOOR NORTH OF ALBSRT MALL 


eS. 





CADAM 


IS SELLING 


small and large | 





Issues all approved forms of Life and Endowment Policies | 


Hon. A. Morris and J. L. | 


| MEDLAND & JONES 


| 


| Ladies’ Engedi Kid Button Boots $1.00 | 
| | Ladies’ Silk-Worked Velvet Slippers 1.00 | 
| Ladies’ French Heel Slippers 100) 
| Gent's Silk-Worked Velvet Slippars 75 | 

Gent's Cordovan Bals or Congress 1.75 | 


THE BIG 88 SHOE STORE 


Telephone 1756 88 Queen Street West 


| 
| 


RITCHIE, BARRETT & C0. 


REAL ESTATE BROKERS 


15 YONGE STREET ARCADE 


Several mansions and handsome residence properties for 
| gale. Those desiring to make a home in Toronto should 
|} communicate with us. Telephone 1352. 
| 





™ 
| \ We 


REAL ESTATE BROKER. 


| 

| 25 Adelaide street East Toronto, 
& Money to Loan. TELEPHONE 1482. 
| 


Paris Barber Shop 


FOR 


| GENTLEMEN'S FIRST-CLASS WORK 
60 King Street East, J. WALTON. 


Agents Scottish Union, Norwich Union, Accident im 


Telephone No. 1067. Offices—Equity Ch.mbers, cor. Vic- 
af on ry young man and young woman. 
There is no knowledge more use a than SHORTHAND 
ly growing demand for shorthanders., 
PUBLIC LIBRARY BI"LDING, TORONTO 


toria and Adelaide oe. and 3 37 Adelaide St. Bast, ‘Tononro. 
A Edneationis very essential to the snecess 

vod HF ook keepers are constantly in de- 

and Typewriting. A newavenne for fe- 

WRIT for descriptive Circulars, containing ful! par- 

THOS. BENGOUGH, O. H. BROOKS, 

President. 


- BUSINESS as ui by Business men, 
male employment that pays. Constant- 
tiealare of all branches taught and rates of 
Adaress—CANAOIAN BUSINESS UNIVERSITY 
Sec'y & Manager. 


_—. ceed babieatamege rma 
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JOHN BLAND 


108 YONGE STREET 


Hine Merchant Tailoring 


CHOICE GOODS 
RIGHT PRICES 
tala CORRECT STYLES 


GENTLEMEN'S F FALL STYLES 
J. W. Cheeseworth 


The King Street Tailor 


Has just opened up a magnificent assortment of New Goods 
for the coming season’s trade. Among them will be found 
| everything that a gentleman requires. His stock affords 
| one of the 


Largest Assortments in the Dominion 


Parties desirous of getting the correct thing in drese 
should call and see his stock and styles at 106 King street 
west. Mr. Cheeseworth personally — the cutting 
department. 


W. C. MURRAY 


FASHIONABLE TAILOR 
279 YONGE STREET 


FIRST-CLASS FIT AND FINISH TO ALL 
OUR WORK 


\CHRISTMAS PRESENTS 


GOOD OVERCOAT 


Which we are offering this week 10 per cent. off our popu- 


lar prices ° 
PLATTS, 








‘The Tailor 
___201 YONGE STREET _ 


~ FRANK McLAUGHLIN | 
Fine Tailoring, 319 Yonge Street 


B. McBRIDE 
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR &c. 


Room C., 16 Victoria street, Toronto. 
Money to loan. 
GRAND TRUNK RAILWAY 
The Old and Popular Rail Route to 


MONTREAL, DETROIT, CHICAGO 


And all Principal Points in 


CANADA AND THE UNITED STATES 


It is positively the only line from Toronto running the 
celebrated Pullman’s Palace Sleeping, Buffet and Parlor 
Cars, electric lighted. Speed, safety, civility. 

For fares, time tables, tickets and reliable information 
apply at the city ticket offices. 

P. J. SLATTER, City Passenger Agent, 
Corner King and Yonge streets and 20 York street, Toronto. 

Telephone Nos. 434 and | 435. 


ANCHOR LINE 


ATLANTIC EXPRESS SERVICE 





Liverpool via Queenstown 


| $S. City of Rome Sails from New York 
September 5 and October 3. 


'GLASGOW SERVICE 








A. CASE! 


Steamers every Saturday to Glasgow and 
| Londonderry. 





For Rates, Plans and all information, apply to 


| M. D. Murdoch & Co. 


AGENTS, 69 YONGE STREET, TORONTO 


The Cunard S.S. Line 


in patronized by Toronto’s 


| BEST SocIETY 
| Noted for Safety, Elegance and Speed 


A. F. WEBSTER 
Sole Agent 56 Yonge St __ 


Four Good Sones | 


_BIONDINA, 
| Two Child ren, si wa Behrend 
| The Quaker’s Daughter, 


C, E flat and F M. Watson—5 


| Watching Alone, B flat, C and D. 


M. Piecolomini 


‘EDWIN ASHDOWN 


89 Yonge Street, Toronto 








B flat, C and E flat. 
F. N. Lohr—50c. 


500 
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| 
| McCAUSLAND & SON'S 


SUPERIOR 


| STAINED GLASS ano WALL 
PAPER 


72 TO 76 KING STREET WEST 
TORONTO 


TELEPHONE 1112 


| 


‘Dominion Stained Glass Co. 
77 RICHMOND STREET WEST 


Memorial Windows and every description of Church and 
Domestic Art Glass, including 


Wheel-Cut, Sand-Cut, Embossed, Bent Glass 
and Bevelled Plate 


~ | Algo new and elegant designs in Bevelled, Engraved and 


Silvered Plate for manties. 


| Designs and estimates on application. Telephone 1470. 


JAS. Cox & SON 


83 Yonge Street 


PASTRY COOKS AND CONFECTIONERS 


Luncheon and Ice Cream Parlors 
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A BAD MAN'S SWEETHEART. 


BY EDMUND E. SHEPPARD, 


Author of “The Farmin’ Editor's Sketches,” ‘‘ Dolly,” ‘* Widower Jones,” etc. 


CHAPTER XVII. 
THE RETURN OF A MATURE PRODIGAL. 

During the time Tully had been devoting 
himself to repentance, reformation and reck- 
lessness, he had been very remiss in his atten- 
tion to his office duties, and Mr. Killick took 
advantage of the opportunity and possessed 
gees of what remaining business his partner 
had retained in his hands. The further loan of 
Miss Browning's money to the Savings and In- 
vestment Company had been negotiated by 
him, though he was perfectly aware that the 
concern was not solvent, and would not be in 
existence six months later. But while he had 
been successful in laying the ground work of his 


been so fortunate. Many times a day Cora 
Burnham had been summoned to his room for 
dictation or instruction, and each time he had 
endeavored to impress the handsome girl with 
his passion for her. Always respectful, cheer- 
ful, considerate, with frequent inquiries as to 
her health and how her mother was succeeding 


in business, he by degrees was overcoming her- 


feeling of repulsion which was experienced by 
everyone on first acquaintance with Mr. Killick. 
He raised her s@lary to fifteen dollars a week, 
bought the store in which her mother lived and 
reduced the rent, besides placing carpenters and 
painters and decorators at their disposal to 
make their shop and dwelling as attractive as 
they desired. Plate glass front, new counters, 
shelving, lincrusta walton dadoes, and _ all 
sorts of things, bore witness to the fact 
that Mrs. Burnham had not been slow in ac- 
cepting his kindness. In private she had 
counselled Cora to be discreet but attentive ; 
to preserve her dignity, but not to give offence, 
and when the poor girl wept in her mother’s 
arms as she did very often, Mrs. Burnham 
counselled her to banish sentiment and wait 
for the demise of Mrs. Killick. 
prosperity attracted custom, the moving tide 
of business was finding their establishment in 
the very centre of trade. Fashionable cus- 
tomers suggested a stock of high-priced goods, 
and Mr. Killick was eager to secure it. De 
feated in her ambition, Cora’s mind turned 
entirely to money-making, and her shrewd ad- 
vice and correct taste did much to establish 
and continue a fashionable business. Their 
books were well kept; the young women in 
the workroom sharply disciplined, and Mrs. 
Burnham and daughter were on the high road 
to wealth. The sinister motive of obtaining as 


| until 


: : | the hotel. 
revengeful scheme, in other matters he had not | 








The signs of | 


much money as possible from Killick, and in-* 


volving him as deeply as possible in their 
debts, lent Cora a new object in life, and her 
sharp attention to the details of the office, to- 
gether with her dignified and almost affection- 
ate treatment of Killick, delighted the old man 
beyond measure. She would even let him 
take her hand, and two or three times she 
permitted him to pat her cheek in a fatherly 
sort of way, but for the life of him he could not 
become any more familiar. 

Over the prosperity and opposing schemes of 
Killick and Cora Burnham there came a cloud, 
and the shadow in each case was caused by a 
different substance. 

It was late one Saturday night some three or 
four weeks after the events described in pre- 
vious chapters and the last over-worked 
sewing girl had left the Burnham establish- 
ment, when a very old and very seedy stranger, 
still retaining the erect carriage and over-bear- 
ing manner of one who bad known better days, 
opened the shop door and strolled towards the 
work-room. He was met by Cora Burnham, 
who sharply demanded his errand. 

‘*T didn't call to see you, young woman. My 
visit is to Mrs. Burnham.” 

‘“*T am her daughter. What do you want?” 

** Ah! you are her daughter? I am delighted 
to meet you, Miss Burnham. Have you any 
sisters?” 

‘*No, sir,’ said Cora, retreating nervously 
from the old man’s strange inspection, 

** Are you quite sure that you are Mrs, Burn- 
ham s daughter?” 

** Yes, sir,” a tone of respect somehow creep- 
ing into her voice. ‘*Iam her only daughter.” 

‘Then come to my arms, I am your only 
father,” exclaimed the old man with tragic 
bitterness. ‘‘ After many years I have come to 
gaze upon thee again, and to hear thy mother's 
gentle voice bid me begone.” 

Without a word of answer Cora turned and 
fled through the door into the workroom, fol- 
lowed by the decayed gentleman who quietly 
turned the knob and pushed the door open after 
her. 

Mrs. Burnham was descending the stairs as 
he entered and deposited his much-worn beaver 
on the table. 

** Ah, my dear wife, this unexpected pleasure 
overcomes me with delight. Embrace me, 
Margaret, embrace me once again.” 

With a shrill scream Mrs. burnham clasped 
her heart and stood like one petrified. 

**Ralph Moore,” she muttered almost inar- 
ticulately. ‘*Great God, I thought you were 
dead.” 

** And wished it, I have no doubt,” chuckled 
the old man, apparently enjoying the sensation 
he had caused, ** but wishes don't kill anyone 
my dear Margaret, or I had been dead years 
ago. Iamseventy-six, and, my charming wife, 
I can assure you I am good for at least 
another ten or fifteen years. The _ blood 
of the Moores runs coldly as it grows old, 
but the Moores grow old slowly, and at- 
tracted by your thriving establishment 
I called to tell you that Iintend to spend the 
evening of my life with you. Gambling has 
become a poor business for me. I lack the 
modern tricks and attractive gaiety of youth, 
and surrounded by the comforts I can see that 
you have prepared for me. I picture a delight- 
ful rest from the worries of my profession.” 

Cora stood on the side of the table opposite 
the saturnine intruder. ‘' Mother,” cried she 
turning sharply to the trembling woman 
at the door, *‘is this father?” 

‘* Yes,” whispered the mother. 

‘Yes, my dear girl, I am your father. 
I have really forgotten your name, but in all 
these years of wandering, hardship and neglect 
I have carried the image of your baby face, 
pictured on the most sacred door of my inmost 
heart. Let me see, Margaret, what was it we 
christened our daughter?” 

*“*Cora,” gasped the poor woman, 
into a chair, 

‘*And is offr name Moore, not Burnham ?” 
demanded Cora, still addressing her remarks to 
her trembling mother. 

‘** Yes child, my name was Burnham, his was 
Moore.” 

‘* It is immaterial, wife; it is immaterial, Cora 
dear. I am willing to take the name of 
Burnham if it is necessary to uphold the 
respectability of the family. I am too oid 
to quarrel over trifles. Give me money enough 
to go out and buy a new suit of clothes. We 
will go to church and be a happy family to- 
morrow. Don't be afraid Margaret, the saloons 
are shut. Iam much more temperate and dis- 
creet than I used to be.” 

‘*Give it to him mother,” said Cora, quickly. 
** He is my father, he will have to look respect- 
able no matter what he is.” 

When he had gone Cora clasped the wrist of 
the almost hysterical woman who had been so 
kind to her, and with tightly drawn lips de- 
manded an explanation. 

** Cora, child, don’t blame me. 


sinking 


, for nothing. 


| died three or four months ago. 


a gentleman of means. Our honeymoon was 
not over before I discovered himto be a gamb- 
ler. For five years I ljved a most wietched 
life with him and he deserted me here, For 
some reason he was anxious not to be known, 
but he registered at the hotel as Capt. 
Burnham. He went out in the evening 
to visit someone be knew, and two hours after 


| he returned in a frightful passion, took nis 


valise, and said he would be back in a couple 
of days and left me. I did not see him again 
to-night. His desertion caused some 
comment, and after it had appeared in the 
newspapers it was impossible for me to take 
any other name than the one I had borne at 
For that reason, and no other, I 
have been Mrs. Burnham,” , 

** Mother, is this story true? There is noth- 
ing worse than you have told me?” 

“Is it not bad enough, Cora?” sobbed the 
poor woman. ‘Indeed, there is nothing worse 
than havinga gambler, a drunkard, and a dead- 
beat for a father or for a husband.” 

When, after an hour's absence, he returned 
a suit of ready-made clothing and new silk 
hat, and, in fact, new outfit, together with a 
shave and a bath, had very much changed his 
appearance. His hair and mustache had been 
dyed, and few would have thought this man, 
approaching four score years, was more than 
fifty, he bore himself so jauntily. 

Even her mother’s recital of wrongs did not 
keep Cora from being half-glad of her father’s 
return. She had supposed him dead, but this 
aristocratic-looking stranger, now too old to 
be a serious encumbrance, seemed to her to 
rather add to the family dignity. Ralph Moore 
was talland magnificently proportioned, having 
one of those rare physiques which seem to 
last in every feature until the very end. With 
the assistance of a little hair dye his still abun- 
dant locks bore no traces of age. Even his 
teeth though some of them had been artilicially 
filled, were more than half hisown. His some- 
what florid face had but few wrinkles except 
about the eyes and corners of the mouth, and 
the skiy, that which generally betrays old age, 
had not the hard parchment look which comes 
to so many at three score. His arrogant, over- 
bearing manner, flashing eyes and military 
bearing had carried him through many a con- 
fidence game, secured him many a loan, and 
enabled him to sit at cards with gentlemen 
even after he had gained a reputation of never 
losing money and being suspected of not always 
winning it fairly, 


“T have been thinking it over, and have 
decided that would be better for you 
and better for me, better for us all if I 


adopt the name of Burnham. In fact,” said 
he, “1 haven’t been wearing the name of 
Moore for the past twenty years and it is not 
necessary for me to adopt it now, particutarly 
as it would involve you in unpleasant expla- 
nations. I will open an office as broker. I see 
you evidently have funds which need invest- 
ment, and I will he able to add to the eclat of 
the millinery business by seeming superior to 
it. Upon my soul—er—Mary, Sara—what did 
you say her name was—Margaret ?” 

- Cora,’ corrected the dumbfounded woman. 

“*Yes,—Cora,—how did I forget it? you area 
fine looking girl. I'll be able to arrange a 
proper marriage for you—yes indeed, Cora, you 
area devilish handsome woman and you have 
the bearing of the Moores: you were born to be 
a lady and Ill see that you are one, too. I sup- 
pose you look after the finances of this con- 
cern? 

‘* No,” answered Cora slowly and with a cer- 
tain awe of this pretentious father who had so 
pre ye Saale a himself, ‘‘lamstenographer 
und bookkeeper for Killick & Tully.” 

“Theh you say, not Killick the lawyer?” 

** Yes, he isa lawyer. How did you come to 
know him?” . 

‘**'To tell you the truth Cora; I was born in 
this city. My father was the wealthiest man 
in it and I have always suspected the scoundrel 
Killick of having been involved with my brother 
in a conspiracy to keep me out of a share of my 
father’s property. However, it wasn’t the 
fault of Killick so much as that of his partner, 
and I don’t know as it was anyone’s fault but I 
always had an idea there was something 
wrong. 

‘**Is Col. Moore your brother,” inquired Cora. 

‘** No, he is probably my nephew, My brother 
I saw it in the 
papers. Is the young fellow a client of yours?” 

““No, but he borrowed some money from one 
of our clients, and he was in the office quite 
frequently for a few days. He has the reputa- 
tion of being a very rich man.” “> e-—2 

‘Don’t say anything to him about me but 
watch all the deals he makes, I intend to fasten 
myself on him yet and see if I can’t borrow 
some of his wealth. Come Margaret, look a 
little more pleased at the return of your loving 
husband. You sit there as if you had been 
struck with a club. I won’t embarrass you, 
don't be afraid of that. Very 1 ttle will do me, 
I am getting too old to take many chances and 
I am going to play a safe game from this time 
out.” 





Mr. Kulick also had an unexpected visitor, 
Theodore Kahn the diamond merchant met 
him by special appointment on Sunday evening, 
effectually disguised by a gray wig, powdered 
eye-brows, and a clean shaven face. 

‘**Ah, mine friend,” he exclaimed, grasping 
Killick’s unwilling hand between both of his 
own, ‘I am back again; mine brother who 
brought me here, he is in trouble, and looks 
to you and me for help.” 

‘*I have no interest in either you or your 
brother,” answered Killick viciously, *‘and I 
don’t see what in the devil’s name made you 
take chances of twenty years in the peniten- 
tiary by coming back here.” 

Oh, but you know it will be both of us, mine 
friend. If I go you will go. 
to be putin prison, you must be tou smart to 
have me go there.” 

‘**You are mistaken, Kahn. I have effectu- 
ally protected myself from any poss:bility of 
getting into trouble over your affair.” 

**Oh, did you? I did not break down a wall 
When I was in your vault I took 
a few things with me that I thought might be 
of value if you played me false. I have them 
yet.” 

Killick’s face paled. ‘‘I missed nothing of 
value,” said he. ‘* You can’; blackmail me. 
You are taking too big chances,” 

**Don't make any mistake with me, Mr. 
Killick. You robbed me of everything I had, 
searcely leaving me enough to get out of the 
country. My brother has ‘a little job on, he 
will need some help. We do not ask any 
money. If we do not get through it we will be 
arrested and sent to prison. I will have noth- 


ing to lose and can afford to make it hot for | 


you, so we count on your help, on your assist- 
ance, 

Killick was lying back in his chair, studying 
the crack in the ceiling, his fingers in a pyra- 
mid before him. ‘* Oh, it is merely professional 
assistance you want?” 

“Yes, it is merely professional. My brother 
is going to fail, and he wants to do it right. I 
am stayingat his house and getting rid of the 
stuff wetake out of his stock, You will only have 
to arrange the legal details; we may count on 


| you to do it right.” 


If I have con- | 


cealed it from you it has been for your own | 


good, that a knowledge of the suffering and the 
shame through which I have passed when you 
were a baby, might not cloud your life. I have 
kept it all these years locked up in my heart, 
and if I have been anxious for you to marry, it 
has been that you might wear a name that be- 
longed to you. Twenty-five years ago I married 
Ralph Moore who represented himself to me as 
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| do that for a client. 


answered Killick 
** Twill do my best; I always 
It is a godsend that your 
brother and you don’t wear the same name or 
this affair would excite unpleasant recollec- 
tions of the other trouble. When is the sus- 
pension to take place?” 

‘Oh! not for four or five weeks yet. 


“Of course, of course,” 
more cheerfully. 


He is 


| only making his bad debts and getting rid of 


his stock. Who has my old room now?” 


You are too smart | 











“It is just as you left it,” answered Killick 
. 

** Well, my friend, let us visit it.” 

Together they entered the inner room and for 
an hour conspired together as to how Stillberg 
& Co. could best defraud their creditors. As 
Kahn said good-night to the lawyer, he whis- 
pered confidentially, ‘‘ When we get this thing 
through we will both goto Australia, and you 
will have no more trouble with us.” 

When Killick was alone he drew an odd 
little pass book from its hiding place in the 
vault door, and for another hour was engrossed 
in calculations from which he rose with a fierce 
twitching of his coarse lips and a still more 
villainous look in his ugly face. 

(To be Continued.) 
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What Foreigners Eat. 


Nearly everything that moves is eaten in 
some way or another. The natives of different 
countries have various tastes and eat many 
odd dishes. In the Arctic regions the fox is 
eaten, and those who have tasted it there say 
it tastes like a rabbit. Cats and dogs are 
favorite dishes in China and in the South Sea 
Islands. Dog flesh is said to taste like badger. 
The blacks in Australia also eat dogs, and in 
Africa they prefer it to anything else. In some 
parts of this country the wildcat and the 
American panther are eaten; so is the puma, 
which is so much like veal in flavor that one 
hardly knows the difference. ‘Lton’s flesh, too, 
is said to be like veal in color, taste and tex- 
ture. The Australian kangaroo tastes very 
much like venison. Some ot the small species 
of the animal will serve up nicely as hare. 

The natives of Australia at a banquet furnish 
an odd menu. On it can be seen kangaroos, 
wallabies, opossums and flying squirrel, kan- 
garoo rats, wombat and bandicots, rats, mice, 
snails, snakes, worms and grubs. In Mar- 
tinique the muskrats is eaten. The Indians 
eat the beaver, which is said to be like pork. 
The Dutch and Hottentots of the Cape are 
very fond of porcupine. Elephants’ feet _fur- 
nish delicacies to the natives of Ceylon. They 
pickle them, and serve with vinegar and 
cayenne pepper. The trunk of the elephant is 
said to resemble buffalo meat. In the Indian 
Archipelago and Malabar the natives are very 
fond of bats. The flesh is white, tender and 
delicate. Badger is said to taste like wild boar. 
Hippopotamus fat is considered a great treat 
by some, and when salted is said to be superior 
to bacon. The flesh is palatable and nutritious, 
= the fat is used for all the ordinary uses of 
putter. 








Unraveling a Mystery; or 
The Yarn of a Knit Shirt. 





How Tigers Kill. 


Mr. Inverarity, who is an enthusiastic hunter 
of large game, has been reading a paper before 
the Bombay Natural History Society in which 
he discusses the habits of the tiger, and more 
especially the mode in which it kills and eats 
its prey. He tells us that the actual stroke of 
the forepaw, of which we have heard so much 
in terrible tiger stories, is a fiction. The 
animal clutches with its claw as does a human 
being with his fingers, but he does not use his 
paw to strike a blow. The throat of the victim 
is generally seized from below, and death 
ensues from pressure of the windpipe rather 
than from any actual wound. 

Mr. Inverarity believes that the victims 
suffers little or no pain, the sudden shock of 
attack producing a stupor and dreaminess in 
which there is no sense of pain or terror. Inci- 
dentally, he quotes the inquest report upon a 
native who was killed in Salsette by a tiger, 
from which it seems that extraordinary ver- 
dicts are by no means confined to more civi- 
lized countries. The report stated that Pandoo 
died of the tiger eating him; there was no 
other cause of death. Nothing was left but 
some fingers, which probably belonged to the 
tight or left hand. 
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The Dress of the Future, 


A portentous rumor is circulated in the world 
of tailors and tailor-made men. Evening trou- 
sers must in future be embroidered down the 
seam. There it to be a rich design, the best 
embroidery and the best silk. In this way the 
distinction between the gentleman and the 
waiter will be restored and pronounced, and, as 
the embroidery will be costly, it can be adopted 
by. none but comparatively rich men. It is 
believed that this is only the first note of a 
sartorial reation. In architecture we have 
reverted to Gothic churches and Queen Anne 
houses; in furniture we have fallen back a 
century or two; the ritualists revive the decor- 
ations of the fifteenth and sixteen centuries, 

The pre-Raphaelites went back further for 
artistic inspiration, and, if our new books are 
modern as regards type-setting and thought, 
the rough, uncut pages and the quaint bind- 
ings recall the missals and the hour books of 
the Middle Ages. It is, therefore, believed 
that when the thin end of the wedge is secured 
in the shape of an embroidery seam, the 
reaction in costume will go further. Ruffles 
and lace will appear at our wrists and on 
our shirt fronts. The seams will soon be 
of gold and ‘‘frogged” frockcoats will per- 
vade Picadilly. The plain “topper” will dis- 








appear and cocked hats will ornament Rot- 
ten Row. We shall see the literary gentlemen 
of the period airing otum-colored coats like 
Goldsmith, while a rich suitor will win a battle 
as Steele relates in one of his contributions to 
the Spectator, by adding another row of lace to 
his liveries.” Then England will become beau- 
tiful and picturesque. Each craft and callin 
will be known by its costume, Out-coats wil 
be of many colors. The sober hues of the par- 
son or of the Jawyer will be contrasted with 
the brilliant appearance of the fashionable 
beau. 
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The Bullgine Was the Biggest. 


We had been over to an alligator hole in 
Mississippi and were on our way back to town, 
when we came out on a ridge from which we 
could see a good bit of country around us, 
Half a mile away the great Jackson Railroad 
crossed a highway, and we could see the rail- 
road track for three or four miles and the high- 
way fora mile or more. The only thing mov- 
ing was a mule attached to a cart. The cart 
was piled high with cornstalks, and on top of 
them lay an old darkey sound asleep. 

The mule has his own way as to gait, and he 
stopped to rest every hundred feet. We were 
laughing at the picture presented, when we 
saw smoke way down the railroad and knew 
that a train was approaching. It was only 
natural that we should figure on how near the 
train and mule would come in collision. Every 
one had made his guess when the mule reached 
the crossing and stopped with the cart across 
the tracks. The express was then only about 
eight rods off and coming like greased light- 
ning. 

**Toot! toot! toot!” went the whistle, but 
the mule stood with head and ears down. We 
could hear the bell clanging, but it was no use. 
With a rush the locomotive lifted cart and 
mule high in air and flung them to one side, 
We hastened down to the spot to find the mule 
dead, the cart smashed to pieces, and the negro 
just crawling out of some bushes fully seventy 
feet from the rails, 

“Well, boy, are you hurt?” asked the colonel, 

‘*Not in my pusson, sah,” replied the old 
man, as he stood very straight before us, “ but 
I'ze bin dreffully hurted in my mind. — It hain’t 
de proper way to wake a pusson up, sah—no, 
sah—an’ it hain’t usin’ me like a gemlan, sah— 
no, sah—an’ de idea of killin’ dat ar mewl jist 
to show dat de bullgine was the biggest, wasn’t 
like no Christian, sah—no, sah—an’ I'!] nebber 
say it was!” 














Not Our Night. 


Major Rathbone made a personal assault on 
us last Tuesday as we were about to enter the 
Big Elephant saloon, to interview the Prose- 
cuting Attorney in regard to the Keller affair. 
We presume it was because the Kicker of last 
week freferred to the Major as a liar and an 
absconder. We presume it was, although he 
made no explanation. A few minutes before 
he seized us, we fight like figting. A minuté 
afterwards we were on the run. There are 
times when we can fight to the death, and 
other times when we can outrun any coyote in 
the glorious west. The Major happened to get 
us on our off night, or he would otherwise have 
been reduced to pulp. There is a good deal of 
winking and chuckling around town, but we 
don’t see anything to laugh at. If we didn’t 
have our oft-spells we'd be a veritable terror to 
the whole district. It’s lucky for Arizona that 
we were born that way.—Z7he Kicker. 








A Base Fabrication. 


A correspondent of the Chicago Herald an- 
nounces that the editor and proprietor of this 
paper recently won $2,000 at a game of poker 
in a well-known saloon and that we play the 
best hand of any man in the territory. The 
article was sent out with the design of injur- 
ing us. In order not to seem a stranger here 
we occasionally drop in on the boys and play 
poker, and in order not to appear to be tender- 
foot we have occasionally raked in a few dol- 
lars, but no one must charge us with being a 
gambler. As tothe $2,000 business, the most 
nervy man in town wouldn't bet over $1.50 if 
he held four aces or a straight ftlush.—7he 
Kicker. 





Too Modest to Brag. 


Two Bohemians are discussing the rules of 
etiquette. 

‘*As for myself,’ remarked one of them, ‘I 
never think of looking at the time when I am 
with a lady.” 

‘* Why, you're politeness itself.” 

“Oh, no, it isn’t that; the trouble is—I've 
no watch.” 


SOCIETY REGALIAS 


Faney Ball Costumes 
Art Needle Work and Supplies 


Together with every description of Fancy- 
Work Goods, Stamping, ete. 


Cold & Silver Finger Laces, Cords, Tassels, ete. 


W. C. MORRISON'S 


161 King Street West 








Wirt Fountain Pen 


touches paper and never fails. The cheapest and best on 
the market. 


AGENTS WANTED. 
Write for circulars. 


CHAS. H. BROOKS 
Canadian Agent, 


Public Library Building, Toronto. 












$50, $75, $90, 


Persian and 


\’ FIN 


other 


PERSIAN COATS 


BEAR BOAS 


9, $10.50, $12, . ’ 
oa, aoe $12, $15, $18 


BEAR MUFFS 
LYNX BOAS 


\ ‘LYNX MUFFS 


and every article guaranteed. Value will be found better than any 


BASTEDO & CO. 








40 years’ record of honorable deal- ” 


40 years before an intelligent public 


ing 
40 years’ loyalty to our patrons 


40 years of liberal and equitable 


methods 


40 years manufacturers and dealers 


SPRAK STRONGER TO YOU THAN ANY WORDS OF OURS 


R. S. Williams & Son 


143 Yonge Street, Toronto 
‘TELEPHONE 1504 





D. GRANT & Co. 


167 Yonge Street 


Have — to-day a fresh shipment of desirable dress 
goods. 


Splendid qualities and colorings. These are 


First 


and scarce in the rflarket. 


New Mantles and Mantle Cloths 


Direct Importations. Unsurpassed value. A large 


invoice of 


CHILDRENS’ MANTLES AND ULSTERS 


Good patterns. Selling very cheap. 
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CYCLORAMA 
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Magnificent perspective obtained by the new electric lights 


on the famous 


BATTLE OF SEDAN 





Popular Prices Wednesday & Saturday Evenings 





OPEN DAY AND NIGHT 
GEO. NOBLE, Manager. 





THE CHARLES ROGERS AND SONS C0 


95 and 97 Yonge St. 


The Leading House for Fine Furniture 


THE 


LATEST DESIGNS 


IN BEST WORKMANSHIP. 
LOWEST PRICE 


Comparison Solicited---No Troubl 
to Show Goods. 


THE CHARLES ROGERS & SONS 00) 


95 and 97 Yonge St., Toronto. 





XMAS 1888 


Now arriving for holiday trade new designs in 





Corner Front and York Streets 


Plush, Toilet and Faney Boxes, 


Leather Dressing and Jewelry Cases, 
Desks, Stationery Cases, Writing Pads, 
Cuffs and Collar Boxes, Hair, Cloth and 
Hat Brushss, Combs, Etc., also a stock o 
Faney Baskets and Christmas Hampers. 


PRICES RIGHT 


Call and Inspect our Stock 


H. E. CLARKE&Co 


TRUNK AND BAG MANUFACTURERS 


105 KING STREET WEST 








15 King St. West 


Seal Mantles and. Jacket 


$100, $150, $175, $200. 


Astrican Mantles 


$6, $7.50, $9, $10.50 Pata 


$9, $10.50, $12, $15, $18 


$6, $7.50, $9, $10.50 uy 
E GOODS MADE AT 54 YONGE S8T. 


house in the trade. 


FACTORY 54 YONGE STREET 
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Christmas Eve in Muskoka. 


N the west shore 
of Lake Joseph 
about three 
miles north of 
Port Sandfield, 
stands a_ low, 
weather-beat- 


en shanty, 
looking more 
like a shed 


than a human 
habitation, yet 
it is a thorou- 

hly typical 

uskoka sett- 
ler’s home. In 
ront of it lies the lake; behind it, almost from 
he very doors, stretches away the dense un- 
roken forest, running down also on the right 
On the left is a 
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orming pitfalls for the unwary feet in the 
vinter, when the snow has covered their In- 
omitable heads. Surrdunded thus by its semi- 
ircle of dark pines and fronted by the frozen 
surface of the lake, the house has an isolated 
appearance, and in winter it is isolated. In 
summer, when all the clustering islands are 
alive with their temporary population, and the 
steamer passes up and down the lake with its 
merry load of guests for the Cockburn House 
at the head or for some of the island cottages, 
itis a different place. But, by the middle of 
October the hotels are closed, the summer- 
Mhouses boarded up for the season, the last 
amper has depirted and the whole District is 
abandoned to a silence and desolation. That 
ve, in our crowded city, can hardly imagine. 
{Muskoka in the summer is the most delight- 
' ful of watering-places imaginable, a Western 
Tenice, with more life and treedom—but 
luskoka in the winter is another part of 
peech. Yet it has its charms even then, as I 
suppose all conditions of life have if we but 
ook for them. The smaliness of the popula- 
ion forms a reason for unity that larger com- 
munities never know. ‘The nearest neighbor 
a either hand of the little cabin I have 
poken of, is three miles away, and the lake is 
he only highway to it, yet the long ‘tramp or 
skate is undertakén with very little hesitation 
or the mere purpose of an evening visit. There 
s plenty of wood in Muskoka, they can have 
ylazing fires, and it isa pretty sight to seea 












ound to while away a long winter evening in 
ach other’s society. There is the cold walk 
nome (if they are not skaters) ahead of the 
Wisitors, but the thought only adds, by the force 
f comparison, to their present enjoyment, and 
appier pirties never gather round our well- 
ept grates than gather round some of those 
Iuskoka stoves. Such a party it was that 
collected in the living-room of the cabin I have 
spoken of on the Christmas Eve I am going to | 
describe to you. It might have been any other 
evening for anything particularly festive that 


j 


aE ae, 


Bi 


5 
s 
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' marked it, but it was Christmas Eve, and a 


sense of it was present with all the mem- 
bers of the company. There were no 
gaily-decorated shops to remind them 


» of the fact, there were no Christmas cards to be 


purchased and sent off, there were no geese or 
turkeys obtainable to be stuffed and roasted. 
There would be no church the next day; there 
was nothing that we would call anything to 
distinguish the season, but ask them! Noth 


mile walk to Port Carling, over a rough, cordu- 
roy road, to purchase the special treat of a piece 
of salt pork for the Christmas dinner? Had he 
not brought back, also, various parcels of raisins 
and suet, and sugar, for the concoction of the 
Christmas pudding? And that pudding! It 
would be the size of a baker’s large loaf and 
stuck as fullof raisins, as the pound or pound and 
a half of that fruit purchased that day would 
allow. No difference indeed! It was not every 
day they could afford themselves a piece of pork 
and the luxury of a fruit pudding! At the 
time we see them the pudding is securely in 
its cloth, ready for the next day's boiling. Tt is 
not one of your over-fed puddings that require 
cight hours boiling to reduce its sticky ele- 
ments to an eatable condition. It is a good, 
sensible, suet pudding stuck with plums, and 
two hours the next day will be ample time to 
cook it. Let us look at the interior of the 
room first and then at the people. I have 
used the word, “living-room,” advisedly. | 





for the one apartment meets the demands of 
kitchen, dining-room, bed-room and parlor. In 
the summer a lean-to outside fills the first. | 
named position, but now it is abandoned to the , 
sleet and snow that find such ready access 
through its generous cracks and _ crevices. | 
There is a loft above the living-room (reached | 
by a ladder) which in the summer is a bed- 
room, but it is also abandoned for the same | 
reason as the kitchen. ‘Thus all the require. | 
ments for eating, drinking, sleeping and living 
generally are compressed into the compass of 
one room. It is well that this is large, being | 
about twenty feet square. In one corner stands 
ma’s and pa’s bed, which is also five-year-old 
Walter's and baby Minnie’s. Behind the stove 
stands Johnnie's, which answers the double | 
purpose of bed and sota. It is doing this double 
duty now, to Johnnie's great discomfort, for he 
has to flatten himself into such a very thin line 
in order to give sitting-room to the obnoxious 
intruders on his peace. A table, a dresser and 
two or three chairs complete the furniture of 
the apartment, and all these articles as well as 
the ds are home-made and of the same 
unplaned boards that comprise floor, walls and 
ceiling. But what does it matter? The stove 
is red-hot, and despite the cracks and crevices 
which exist even here, the room is com- 
fortably warm. ‘They are a large party, and all 
friends such as only people so esolens on 
each other for society can be. First of all there 
are the good man and good wife of the estab- 
lishment, the host and hostess ; the first a big, 
lumbering, good-natured specimen of manhood, 
with fair hair and blue eyes-—-the last tall, raw- 
boned and dark as any squaw, yet withal not 


| 
»ympany of the honest, simple folk = 
| 
| 






IT MAKES A DEAL OF DIFF’RENCE IN THE TUNE IF IT AIN T TUNED RIGHT. 


uncomely, because of her good brown eyes and 
bright complexion, and as simple of heart, if 
rough of speech, as every other member of the 
little circle. She is one of the disturbers of 
Johnnie’s peace, and a goodly share of room 
she takes, for her knees are very far apart and 
her hands are resting on her knees, in such a 
position that her elbows are poised at the dis- 
tance of about half a yard on either side of her 
body. She is making some remark to a man 
who sits on an upturned box not far from her. 
There are two others between herself and him 
(two other enemies of Johnnie’s), but he is the 
central figure of the group, so we must describe 
him first. Heisa youngish man of about 35, 
with long sleek hair oiled to an alarming ex 
tent. He is short and dark and wiry. He is 
the Paganini of the neighborhood and has an 
air of fully understanding his own importance, 
He has his fiddle on his knee now and he 
is tuning and waxing and tightening it to 
the admiration of his delighted audience. 
He is ‘‘Mr. Cole,” but whether a lawful de- 
ecendant of ‘‘old King Cole” of nursery rhyme 
fame or of any one of his “fiddlers three,” I 
am unable tosay. ‘‘ Yesee, ladies,” heis say- 
ing, ‘‘ it makes a deal of diffrence in the tune if 
it ain’t tuned right.” ‘‘I suppose it does, Mr. 
Cole, I suppose it does,” is the ready response 
from his hostess—always the first to speak and 
the last to be silent. The other ‘‘ lady” (there 
are but two of them altogether) is quite a deli- 
cate specimen of girlhood, looking a little out 
of place amid her surroundings. She is the 
daughter of a deceased Methodist minister, but 
she and her mother are dreadfully poor, and 
only too glad of assistance from their commoner 
neighbors. Lily has even spent a month at 
Mrs. N——’s for the purpose of recuperation, 
when want and privation had reduced her toa 
state of nervous weakness. The fare here is 
rough, but there is plenty, and she has not for- 
gotten the good it did her nor ceased to be 
grateful forit. By her side, a happy occupier 
of the position, sits Mr. James, who brought 
her here to-night—the Beau Brummel of the 
community. Whether his admiration for Miss 
Lily and his knowledge of her superior posi- 
tion has anything to do with it, I cannot say, 
but his attention to dress is remarkable. He 
has been gifted by nature with a foppish air, 


| having a stock of brown curls, a white hand 
j and a tall, rather graceful figure. But he wears 


a linen collar, an article of which he exercises a 
monopoly in the neighborhood, and it is a high 
one. He ever goes as far as a pair of cuffs, and 
as for his boots, they are always black and 
polished. He also has an air of a sense of his 
own importance, or rather it rises to the sur- 
face occasionally, but society at large does not 
seem as willing to allow him his rank as to 
allow Mr. Cole his, avd this knowledge rather 
damps him. He is not quite sure whether even 
Miss Lily believes in his superiority, and yet 
when he looks in the glass he is convinced he is 
the nearest approach to a gentleman in the 
District. By Mr. N— sit Arthur (the hired 
“help” last summer), a long, loose-limbed, 
hobble-de-hoy of nineteen summers, who gapes 
with open mouth at everyone and everything, 
and laughs invariably at everything that is said 
tohim. He gapes at Lily without intermission 


except when at short intervals he is attracted 
to the violinist, and yet if one were to speak to 
him would probably decamp suddenly for very 
confusion. One could hardly help being at- 
tracted by the violinist. His instrument is 
certainly capable of the most wonderful sounds, 
He thinks them so too, but in a different way. 
Before we pass on we must say that he is not 
to be counted among Lily’s admirers. He is 
looking ‘‘for a girl with brah-ns (it is the 
nearest I can come to the pronounciation on 
paper) and it is to be concluded that he does 
not believe Miss Lily to be the fortunate 
possessor of that indispensable quality, since 
he still announces himself as looking. The 
brains we presume are necessary to make any 
girl a fitting mate for such a musical genius. 
‘* Now, ladies,” he says, he always addresses 
the fair sex, ‘‘ what will ye have?” The fiddle 
is in a prime state of readiness, and the fiddler 
apparently is quite as- equal to the occasion. 
“Take your choice; it’s all the same to me.” 
Mrs. N—— is again to the front. ‘‘ Let’s have 
Zionzill,” she says (this is a free translation 
of Zion's Hill), so Zionzill it is. How can I 
ever describe it to you? The time is given by 
the fiddler’s elbow, the emphatic movement of 
which gives a peculiar, spasmodic effect to the 
music, but anything less marked than this 
would not have sounded at all correct in their 
ears. ‘lo have attempted to sing with them in 
the fashion we are accustomed to, would have 
left you out of sight behind the rest. And it 
was always Zionzill, Climbin’ up Zionzill. Mrs. 





time many fine opportunities were given to cash purchasers. 


We have 


WR ANNUAL WINTER SALE 


20 TO 50 PER CENT. REDUCTION 
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THE EVE OF THE NEW YEAR.---Finds us about the middle of our GREAT ANNUAL SALE. We have 
passed the Chris mas Rush, during which of course many choice goods were distributed, and during which 


~ Still an Immense Stock of Dress Goods, Mantles and Furs 


Which are being sold at the same great reduction. 


SURPLUS WHOLESALE 


and tone of one who is_ rejecting well 
deserved praise. ‘‘ Ye see I've been playin 


wonder I play it tol rably.” 


but let that pass! 
cavil at? 


think, even now, without laughing. 


good will to men,” 
find. 
prevented them from learning to distrust each 
other. 








N sings with a vim and energy: that sur- 
passes all the rest. She has a voice that re- 
minds you of an ancient barrel-organ, but she 


is blissfully unaware of the fact herself. ‘* Pa,” 
she says, turning to that overshadowed 
personage, when the hymn_ is _ finished, 


There's that man,” 


‘““why don’t you sing? 
‘“*has as good 


apostrophizing the audience, 
a voice as I have, and I can’t get him to 
sing a note!” ‘Pa’ blushes painfully; 
all the company will be listening for his voice 
in the next hymn. He has been singing, in a 
quiet way, too, and perhaps it is a little 
mortifying to find that his efforts have been so 
entirely unsuccessful. ‘* Now,” says his better- 
half (or two-thirds), ‘‘let’s have ‘Jesus Loves 


Me.’ Can you play that, Mr. Cole?” ‘ Any- 
thing you like, ma‘am, anything you like. Just 
hum it for me and I'll get it somehow.” And 


he does get it—somehow. ‘ Now,” says Mrs. 
N——., ‘‘let’s hear you play a tune alone, Mr. 
Cole.” This is the invitation he has been wait- 
ing for. Perhaps a faint evidence of his 
leasure comes into his face, but on the whole 
@ wears a very good mask. ‘Certainly, 
ma'am, certainly,” he says, with the air of one 
conferring a favor. He has a slow, drawling 
voice as befits one of so much importance. The 
toon” isa combination of several tunes and 
of no tune at all, but the effect is in- 
describable. At its conclusion Mrs. N—— lifts 
her hands in amazed admiration, ‘* The way 
that man do play!” she ejaculates, a note of 
emphasis on every word. ‘Nothing so 
much, ma’am, nothing so much!” modestl 
objects the performer, with the loo 


others such things as he or she possessed. It 
sounds Arcadian, and it was as near an ap- 
proach toit as I have ever seen. 


happy, simple, contented population, and, | 
through their very unsophistication, more | 
interesting to me than any people I have | 


ever met. ESPERANCE, 





Egotism Rebuked. 





Bagnet (G. A. R. veteran)—Just then the 
enemy came pourin’ over th’ crest of the hill, 
an’I grabbed a swab-stick like this, lifted it 
like this, an’ knocked ten rebs silly in less 


time—— ‘aaaaiiins 





Dot 


Bretzels—Look out, there, mein frient ! 
cat vas porn an prought ub in Richmant, 


V irginnia !—Puck. 


_ 





When Dancing is Wicked. 


The Memphis Avalanche asks, in a startled 
voice: ‘Is it wicked to dance?” When a 
man meets you in the road and allows you to 
look down the barrel of a revolver while you 
trip the light, bombastic toe, it is wicked, very 
wicked. 
++ —_-——— 


Two Good Reasons. 


“Why do you call the phonograph ‘she? 
asked the Horse Editor of the Snake Editor, 
who had used the feminine pronoun in speak- 
ing of that invention. 

**For two reasons. First, it talks back; 
second, it always has the last word.” 


Caught a Tartar. 


Mike 
Fiddsey, git on ter de jay 


Stumbling Say, 
on der saw-dust wagon. 
Le’ ’s hold him up, an’ go 
trough him! 


The 
don’t 


this feedle since I was a boy, so it’s no great 
Tolerably is not 
exactly the word to describe the performance, 
After all, what is there to 
Indeed, I did not set out to cavil, 
only there were some things in that curious 
compaay that could not fail to rouse one’s sense 
of the ridiculous, and of which I can never 
But they 
were a happy little circle, and as perfect an 
embodiment of the spirit of that Christmas 
message to which the shepherds listened near- 
ly two thousand years ago of “‘ peace on earth, 
as it would-be possible to | 
Their separation from the world had | 


Of pride they knew nothing, nor of 
envy, for each was willing to share with the 


They are a | 
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STOCK, WORTH 


All going now, over the counters, at the some low rates 


To our retail stock we have added our 


$100,000 


R. WALKER & SONS, Toronto and London 
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- | A Misnamer. 
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Judge—What formidable document is that in FINE TAILORING 


|} your hand? 
Lawyer—This, your honor, is some forty 
| pages of legal-cap, which I have prepared on 
the case before us. 
Judge—In other words 


a brief. 


== 


Her Expressed Contempt. 


ball ? 
Miss Cregarre— Oh ! 


Ever so much, except- 


| ing that my dress was torn just as the German ! 


| came on, 
Lizette Ah-r-r! 


— +> — 


Rejuvenated. 

**Did you ever notice that the confectioner’s 
name is on these cookies?” queried Waggley. 

a7 No.” e 

** Well, it is, and there’s only one thing lack- 
ing about it.’ 

* Whats that?” 

“A date.” 

And then the landlady, after dinner, took ’em 
out on the back stoop and sandpapered ’em, 


Zoze Germans are por-r-k ! 


—-—- we 


Only Our Way. 


We understand that Col. Colfax feels ag- 
grieved because we referred to him last week 
as a dead beat bum who ought to be given a 
dose of White Cap medicine. The colonel 
should not be so thin-skinned. It's only our 
wav of keeping track of the leaders of society. 
—The Kicker. 





She Knew How It Would Be. 


Clara—I want to tell you, Maud, that I am 
engaged to Mr, Featherly. 

Maud—Really? Well, I always said he would 
marry if some nice girl would only give hima 
little encouragement. 





B. SPAIN’S 
TEMPLE OF FASHION 
455 Queen Street West 





We are clearing out a line of 
OVERCOATS at $15, the cheapest 
in the city. Made to order and 
got up in first-class style, a fit 


guaranteed. 


| 
'455 QUEEN ST. WEST. 


NEW BOOKS 


| A FLIGHT TO FRANCE By Jules Verne 
! 


| A WITCH OF THE HILLS--By Florence 
Warden 


| 
| Canadian Copyrizht iditions, 30c. Each 





| FOR SALE BY ALL BOOKSELLERS 


/THE TORONTO NEWS COMPANY 


| PUBLISHERS’ AGENTS 


So He Could. 


‘*What sort of a winter are we going 
to have?” he asked of a farmer at the 
Market Square the other morning. 

**Very cold, sir,” was the reply. 

“Ts it?” returned the citizen, in great 
surprise. ‘* Why, sir, I—-I-—’ 

And off he went, and the farmer looked 
after him: and said : 

* That's like me 
of myself. If I 
winter I could have 

~~. four bags of potatoes, 


always making a fool 
had predicted a warm 
sold 


him three or 






up)—Them two gent§ 


J the wagon comes 
oF he She prize-fight, doe® 


seem to care about seein’ no 


they, boys?—Jdge. 





PERFECT-FITTING 


! 


OVERCOATS 


Lizette—Did ma'mzella herself enjoy at ze | 


In Naps, Meltons, Beavers and Ulsters 
With Capes. 


STYLE, QUALITY & WORKMANSHIP 


A Choice Selection of English and Scotch 
Tweeds and Fine Worsteds. Cannot be sur- 
passed in this city. 
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MERCHANT TAILORS 
113 King St. West, Toronto 
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Shamed UP 





SS 
REMINGTON STANDARD TYPEWRITER 
Its Durability and ease of manipulation are 
admitted. Recent speed tests have proven it to 


be the fastest writing machine in the world. 


If interested, send for full report 
GEO. BENGOUGH, 36 King Street East 








ry ¢ 
aMAll “i torontod 
SPECIALTY OF FINE WORK 


IN 


Invitations, Wedding and Visiting Cards 





PLATE ENGRAVING AND PRINTING 


New Remedy 
Ghapped Hands 


Ais ka= 
= Crean 


IT DRIES INSTANTLY 
IT WHITENS THE SKIN 


PRIcE, ©&]5 cEnts 


Stuart W, Johnston, Toronto 


SOLD BY ATL DVUGEISTS 


Mary, So Good, So7Kird 
Caring for Mother, bear her, 
No Words Can Pictu e 


The Great Good St Lean 


Has done in our family, especially for 
mother, of whose life we despaired, 
weakened with pains and loss of 
Auntie, 


appetite. Sleep left her; 


alone could manage her, and she 
made her drink ST. LEON WATER 
HOT Now she is really 


well and strong 


libe tea. 
rests all night, and 
is so changed and is all kindness, as 


of old. 
MARY ANDREWS, 


Buffalo, N. Y. 





"Tis the same old story comes from'allplands “‘ impossible 
to say too much in praise of St. Leon,” apd so say Coctors. 


JAMES GOOD ®& CO. 
999 and 67 YONGE STREET 


Groceries Wines, Beer, Spirits and St. Leon Water 
WHOLESALE AND RETAIL. 
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No one could have stood by and viewed the | 
St. George’s Society’s disbursement of good 
cheer last week without feeling that many a | 


home in Toronto has been cheered and assisted | 
by the help then given, and whilst SaruRDAY | 
NicGuT properly recognizes this, it feels con- 
strained to make one suggestion with regard | 
to the manner of giving. It may be that the 
society has to take almost whatever place it 
can get, but the fact still remains that as a | 
rule the place of distribution chosen is too | 
public. It may be all very well for those who 
are doing the good work to be seen of men, but 
the recipients of their bounty should be con- 
sidered also. The most deservirg objects for | 
charity are generally the most sensitive, and to 
such the idea of marching from the door of 
charity before the gaze of a crowded street, is 
intolerable, The consequence is that the more 
shameless, and probably less deserving, are the 
ones who most profit by this Christmas distri- 
bution. To give to the poor is a goodly thing, 
but to offer that gift in a manner that shall be 
entirely lacking in the element of offence is an 
object well worth the striving for of every 
charitable society. 





The Practical Joker. 

The race of fools will never be extinct so 
long as the practical joker is permitted to | 
remain on this great sublunary footstool. One 
of the latest professors of the joyous science 
suddenly sprang up before three startled | 
females in England last week, and politely | 
informing them that he was Jack the Ripper, 
made for them with a butcher's knife. Of 





| son, 


| charming freedom of tone, and facility of exe- 





The Vocal Society had a most successful con- 
cert on Tuesday, December 18, when its fjne 
chorus sang a number of part songs, with the 
programme filled up with solus by Mons. 
Musin, Mrs, Tanner and Mr. Mockridge. The 
chorus sang well, though not up to some of the 
best of its former efforts. Its chiet failings 
were in the lack of clearness of tone, in the 
gradation of its shading and here and there in 
its intonation. These drawbacks were, how- 
ever, only trifling in extent, and were probably 
not noticed by the general audience, who were 
indeed unanimous in pronouncing this the best 
concert ever given by the society. The singing 
of Reay’s Dawn of Dav was the best effort of 
the evening, and was never excelled by any- 
thing the society has sung. Pole’s Hundredth 
Psalm, a piece of entirely different style, was 
so Well sung, in spite of its dry character, that 
it served well to display the versatility of the 


| society’s training and of its conductor's com- 


prehension of his subjects. 
. 


Indeed, Mr. Haslam is to be congratulated 
upon the manner in which the music of the 
evening was sung at so early a date in the sea- 
O, Who Will O’er the Downs, and the 
Chimes of Oberwese! were sung with the swing 
that belongs tothem. A fine rendering of The 
Song of the Vikings was given, but the accom- 
paniment of one piano was entirely inadequate. 





Why were not both pianos used for such a fiery 
piece? The violin playing of M. Musin was 
simply delightful. He played Leonhard’s Sou- 
venir d’ Haydn, a mazurka by himself, and his 
own Caprice, all decidedly programme music, 
a selection that was eminently popular, but 
hardly what the musicians and dilletanti in 
the audience would have wished to hear. But 
his manner of playing would justify a much 
worse choice. His purity and richness of tone, 
his ample and easy bowing, and his breadth 
and fulness of phrasing reconciles the amateur 
to anything he plays. 


I hope he may revisit us and give us a pro- | 
gramme of classical music, for I am sure the 
heart of the musician and classicist is warm 
within him, under the, alas! too necessary cov- 
ering of the popularity seeker. That last isa 
matter of business. Mrs. Tanner sang with 


cution. There is probably little sentiment in 
her voice, but then you don’t usually find it in 
those high soprano voices. If they sing with 
lightness, sweetness,-fluency and fidelity to the 





course he only meant to frighten them, as does | 
the cheerful lunatic who begins by pointing a | 
gun at his friend and finishes up by scattering | 
his stomach all over the adjacent lot. In the 
present case the personator of the Ripper left | 


two of his victims insensible with fright, when | 


he took to his heels, and now he is deeply | in Venice, 


pained to hear that one of them died an hour 
or two after from sheer fright. But, thank | 
Heaven! the English bench is merciful, except | 
when some hungry wretch steals a turnip or 
snares a hare, and the practical joker who per- 
formed the above kindly action will be able in 
six months’ time to spring another surprise on | 
a startled public; and he'll do it as sure as fate, 
for the practical joker is hard to suppress. 
The only way to suppress him is to puta fifty- 
six pound weight around his neck and gently 
but firmly drop him down the nearest well. 





The Girl of To-day. 


The young woman of the period has a heavy 
cross to bear in the carloads of advice which 
are daily dumped at her door by merciful asses 
whose chiefest charm is that they are most | 
eloquent on the subject which they least under- 
stand. And right here is just about the period 
in which some of these dumpers might, witha 
good deal of propriety, take that rest of which 
they and an injured community stand in so 
much need. The average young woman of 
to-day is all right, and her pedal ornaments 
generally materialize on schedule time and in | 
the proper place. Asa complete letter writer, 
perhaps, she does not approach the standard | 
laid down by her grandmother of fifty years | 
ago, for we all know, and maybe don’t regret 
very much, that letter writing is rapidly be- 





coming one of the lost arts. But, ‘‘allee 
samee,” as Washee Washee says, the men 
of to-day are satisfactorily compensated 


in the variety of charms which the modern yirl 
presents to admiring masculinity. Admitted, | 
she is not such a prude as was the dear, quiet 
puss who lapp’d the milk and set our grand- 
sires at sword’s point with each other in good 
King George's glorious days—but the change is 
not altogether inimical to our present enjoy- | 
ment. The most remarkable, or perhaps it | 
should said the least remarkable, thing | 
about it is that women writers are invariably | 
the fault finders, and just as invariably are 
those who are least qualitied to give an honest | 
Who writes so glibly | 


be 


opinion on the subject. 
on ‘‘ Learn to bring up your children” as the 
old maid who never knew, and therefgre never 
can properly understand the hopes, the joys 


heart of tender maternity. ‘‘ How to treat a 
lover” is a favorite subject of the ‘old girl” 
essayist who never had a lover’s arm around 


her attenuated waist, in whose virgin ears have | 
never fallen the intoxicating accents of recip. | 
rocal affection. The masculine world is getting | 
very weary of all this unnecessary pitching into | 


lovely maidenhood. If tae latter is on the 


down grade towards destruction, it won't be | 


for lack of the other sex’s company. The girls 
of the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries, 
with their ruffs, their farthingales, their 
hoops and furbelows, their dainty patches and 
stately dances—were doubtless the divinest 
creatures in the eyes of their day and genera- 
tion ; and the girls of the future possibly may 
eclipse all that have'gone before, but in the 
meantime, the girl of to-day is quite enough 
for us. 





A Rare Bird. 

At the New York Yacht Club: ‘‘ There’s the 
most remarkable man who has been elected 
into the club this year.” 

** Indeed! And why?” 

* He owns a yacht. 


| ner'’s singing of the Lucantoni duet, A Night 


ronto Teachers’ 


| ence was gathered to hear the excellent pro- 


| well sung, though rather with robustness than 
| with sentiment. 


singers. 


pitch, they fulfiltheir mission, that of pleasing. 
All this, and more, Mrs. Tanner does. Mr, 
Mockridge I never heard to better advantage. 
He just sang exquisitely, and I can remember 
no greater vocal treat than his and Mrs, Tan- 


7 . 
On Thursday evening of last week the To- 
Association held its annual | 
concertjat Association Hall, when a large audi- | 


gramme provided by the committee. Mrs, 





Caldwell led the list, and I fancy a good many 
people were disappointed that she did not sing | 
some of the songs with which her name has be 
come indissolubly associated. She sang La 
Farfaletta, Baby Mine, and Far Away, and im- | 
parted a very feeling rendering to the two lat- | 
ter. Mr. Warrington’s songs were, as usual, 


{ 

Mr. George Taylor gave ac- | 

ceptable renderings of Once Again and Tell 
Her I Love Her So. Mr. Herbert L. Clarke's | 
cornet solos, lacileta and Johnny is Gone Awa 
were exceedingly well rendered, but in his last | 


| effort, the Felice waltz, his instrument seemed r 


almost to suffer from a cold, so uncertain and | 
vague were his attacks. 


& 


Mr. Tom Hurst gave some comic songs, in | 


his own retined and humorous style which | 
might well be taken for a model by other comic 
Mrs. Caldwell, Mr. Taylor and Mr. 
Life 


Warrington sang a trio, has no Power | 


from Belisario, and from the experience in | 
part-singing possessed by the three voices, a 
very much better result might have been 
expected than was vouchsafed to us, They | 


were not together. Mr. S. H. Clarke made his 
first important appearance since his arrival in 
Toronto. He is an elocutionist of no mean 
merit. He has an expressive face, with fairly 
strong features, a of good 
quality, which he modulates well, and which 
him to give plentiful variety of ex- 
He also has a certain 


and has voice 


enabies 
pression to his subjects. 
magnetic power which strengthens his con- 
trasts of grave and gay. But, he has some 
mannerisms in his bow and entrance that he 
would do well to examine critically before a 
mirror. 


* 


The Yeoman of the Guard has come and in 
a few hours will be gone. I say nothing of the 
libretto, as that belongs to the next column. I 
| will only indicate that where it gave Sullivana 


| chance to make good music he has done so, | 


| 


| From a musical standpoint the first act despite 


that if the prelude to the second act, the 
chorus which follows it, and the trio for Elsie, 
Phoebe, and Dame Carruthers, were omitted, 
one would almost say that Sullivan 
written himself out as far as the voice parts 
| are concerned. Much of this impresssion is 
due to the fact that the book places so much ot 
the “funny” work in the second act, and of 
| course the composer could not write heroic 


| music to buffoonery, and when the buffoonery 
is Gilbertian, that is, the same jingle and 
clipping rhyme that occurs in the earlier works, 
the music must also resemble that of the other 
operas in that department at all events, 

* 


For these Gilbertian rhymes are not calculated 
to inspire new flights of fancy in the musician, 
and their music causes a feeling that one is not 
an utter stranger toit. But the splendid in- 
strumentation, much fuller‘than ever before, 
reconciles one. In no previous opera has Sul- 
livan put the same breadth into his orchestrial 
work. The first act is finely written and tull of 
good music for principals, chorus and orchestra. 
The singers are all acceptable, particularly Miss 
samont, whose Elsie was charming in 
every respect. Next comes Miss Alice Carle 
as Phoebe, The chorus was pleasing in tone, 
but not strong nor yet very clear. 

METRONOME. 


Helen 


| cellence. 


| this season. 


| last season. 


' 
| masterly effort. 
| costumes and bric-a-brac prepared for its New 


|} and Kate 


| Kendall Weston. 


and fears that absolutely thrill and chill the | its weak overture is so much the stronger one, | 


had | 





The Yeoman of the Guard is a fashionable 
infliciion. Gilbert's willowy twig of pliant 
thought has not budded half so lavishly here as 
in his former works. He has polished his wit 
until there is next to nothing in it but polish. 
It goes at a limping, halting gait and the opera 
catches its spirit from it sq that its action is 
disjointed and jerky. Its arrangement 1s ama- 
teurish, The sequence of motives is not at all 
times clear, the action is dull and spiritless and 
the stage setting unattractive and mournful. 
The stage looks like a graveyard and the cos- 
tumes are not sufficiently beautiful and artistic 
to relieve the dreary effect. It lacks the life 
and color, the briskness and the tuneful mel- 
odies which made Pinafore, Iolanthe, Patience, 
and the Mikado so successful. 

* 

The World, which nearly always gets these 
things correctly, remarked that the large audi- 
ence present on Monday evening found the 
production a good deal of a disappointment, 
and this remark was pregnant with truth. It 
was not that the company proved unworthy. 
Mr. John Stetson has given us one of 
the best of companies. Individually and col- 
lectively it is of unusual excellence. It is the 
opera itself that is disappointing. Its gems 
are a good deal scarcer, than they were in 
anything else produced by the joint efforts 
of its brilliant authors, The prettiest and 
most striking number in it is the singing 
farce of the Merryman and his Maid. The 


| quaint, old-fashioned drone of the accompani- 


ment is singularly pretty and attractive. In 
writing thus, however, I am infringing on the 
domain of the gentleman, scholar and good 
judge of music whose brain product perme- 
ates the adjoining column. 

* 

This has been a big week for the theaters, 
On Christmas day both houses were crowded, 
and Managers Sheppard and Shaw wore happy 
smiles and plug hats with becoming modesty 
and grace. I wonder if Toronto people realize 
that we have here the two handsomest man- 
agers in America. O. B. Sheppard is a thing 
of beauty and Charley Shaw a joy for 
ever. While the holiday season is upon 
us, and little throats are cloyed with 
sweetmeats, I extend the assurances of 
SATURDAY NIGHT’s distinguished consideration 
to the two managers. May they live long and 
prosper. May they grow in beauty, grace and 
riches. Gentlemen, a happy and prosperous 
new year to you. 


Mr. O. B. Sheppard has done a good deal for 
the amusement lovers of Toronto this season, 
and he deserves that credit for it which should 
become the portion of every man who has the 
ability and the enterprise to do a thing of ex- 
I know of no theater in America 
where so many good attractions have 
been played consecutively as at the Grand 
The cream of the traveling com- 
panies has been skimmed for the Grand from the 
dramatic milk-pan. As a theatrical dairymaid 
Mr. Sheppard is a success, and both Manager 
Sheppard and Manager Shaw should rejoice 
and give thanks, for never in the history of 
theatricals in Toronto has there been so pros- 
perous a season as the present. 

* 

At the Grand Opera House for the New 
Year's week attraction the talented young 
actor Mr. Robert Mantell has been secured, 
and he will on this occasion again present that 
deeply fascinating romantic drama Monbars, 


| in Which he made such a pronounced hit here 


In this play Mr. Mantell has an 
excellent opportunity to show his versatility 


| and his impersonation of the title part is a 


All the handsome scenery, 


York city representations will be brought on 
here, it being the manager's intention, Mr. 
Augustus Pitou, to present the play in as 
nearly perfect a manner as possible. Mr, 
Mantell is supported by an admirable dramatic 
company that embraces such prominent artists 
as the Misses Charlotte Behrens, Marie Sheldon 
Vandenhoi? and the Messrs. Mark 
B. T. Ringeo.d, Archie Lindsay and 
Tiere will be matinees on 
Monbars will 


Price, 


New Year's Day and Saturday, 


run the whole week. 
* 


The Kindergarden is one of those peculiar 
arrangements which sprang into existence 
some years ago when Nate Salsbury, John 
Webster, Nellie McHenry and a clever little 
party of three or four others first played The 
Brook and made money with it. They are all 
| more or less alike. The usual concomitants are 
light music, slang, puns and alleged witticisms 
awkward enough in construction to make the 
hair of a graven image stand on end. That's 


the Kindergarden this is, It is built right 

|} on those lines, It has a good deal of 
| variety business introduced and a liberal 
| 


sprinkling of short skirted young women who 
sing and dance and cast their heels about witha 
lavish generosity that accomplishes nothing but 
swelling the box office receipts and the display 
of multifarious lace-edged petticoats. Looking 
at these performances calmly, it fills one with 
wild wonder that anything so cheap and mere- 
tricious and intrinsically worthless can please 
the capricious fancy of the public. Yet so it is. 
At present this style of performance hits the 
popular taste and draws the dollars. 
* 

The Kindergarden is not much better, and 
considerably worse, than the usual run of per- 
formances of this stamp. Miss Kittie Hart is 
a bright and clever little woman and sings and 
dances her way through the dry rot of her part 
not at all unpleasantly. Outside of her there 
is no one in the company to command parti- 
cular attention. The piece itself is the most 








| inconsequent drivel, calculated to fill the soul 
with agony and righteous wrath. 


NOTES, 


Bernhardt is playing to $2500 houses in Con- 
stantinople. 


The iron curtain in a London theater recently 
refused to rise, and after patiently waiting 
over an hour the audience retired. 


Miss Kate Bishop, an actress in Australia, 
wears a silver bracelet on the left arm night 
and day. Her onby sister locked it there before 
she sailed for America to get married. The 
ship went down with all hands, and the key is 
with the drowned girl. 


Mary Anderson is at last to have a dangerous 
rival in the person of a fair Australian, whose 
name is Essie Jenyns, This new star is just 
leaving her native country for England, where 
she willattempt the roles of the divine Mary. 
The colonists at her home assert that Miss 
Jenyns is lovelier and cleverer than the Ameri- 
can actress, and she is expected to take the 
mother country by storm. 


The Campanini Operatic Concert Company is 
back again in New York, and is reported as 
being pecuniarily in bad shape. It is gossiped 
that the members of the company have only 
received one week’s salary since they started 
out. Signor Campanini will attempt to give 
concerts in New York to help the people to get 
money enough to pay their return fares to 
Italy. Everybody sympathizes with Campanini 
and his artists. 


Kyrle Bellew has been talking about his 
domestic affairs to an American reporter. 
Speaking of his marriage he said: ‘I obtained 
a decree against my wife last vear. My marri- 
age was aceremony only. It began and ended 
in the Sacristy of the Cathedral in Melbourne, 
Australia. A woman jilted me. I was young 
and mad, and who just twenty-one years old. 
I married in pique. She did not wish the mar- 
riage known. She left the colony the following 
day and that was the end of my married life. 
I met her subsequently—three years ago—in 
London. She walked into the reading-room of 
the Langham Hotel, where I was sitting. She 
walked straight up to me and looked me full in 
the face (she was a French woman) and said, 
‘ How long?’ I said, ‘ Ten years, isn’t it?’ She 
smiled and said, ‘Almost,’ and we parted. It 
was then that I commenced the proceedings 
which terminated in my favor last year.” 


The American theatrical public has a keen 
sense of humor, or otherwise it might wax 
somewhat indignant at the everlasting ‘‘ fare- 
wells” taken of them by popular artists. Miss 
Lotta is the latest to figure in this ancient and 
little-honored scheme of advertising.* It is 
notorious that the little lady’s general popu- 
larity has shown some symptoms of exhaus- 
tion, and hence her managers announce that 
this season she is making her farewell 
“tour,” which in all probability she will 
keep up for a decade or so. Playgoers, 
while they know they are being imposed upon, 
laugh cheerfully and court the “farewells” 
as long as their memory holds out. Nearly 
every lady star now on the stage has taken 
a series of farewells of the American stage, and 
yet their end is not. There are, however, a 
few brilliant exceptions. Miss Maggie Mitchell, 
who has been on the stage half a century, 
scouts the notion of a farewell and candidly 
declares her intention to go on acting just as 
long as the public will have her and her powers 
remain. Madame Modjeska is another who 
disdains humbug and intends acting as long as 
the publhe will go to see her, and more than 
that, makes no secret of her age. Joe Jeffer- 
son is another who despises the ‘‘ farewell” 
trick and will act for twenty years yet if he is 
spared, and Mr. John Gilbert, when asked 
lately about his ‘‘ farewell” of the stage, re- 
plied with wondering eyes, ‘‘ Why, man, I 
never dreamed of such a thing.” 


oe 


Unhappy Old Men. 


The professional man, who makes his living 
by hard knocks and constant exertions, is prone 
to envy the business man or speculator who 
can gc on making money almost without work, 
and who can pile upa fortune which seems 
enormous to one who manages to pick out of 
the wcrld by constant endeavor a snug living, 
and perhaps a little more under favorable con- 
ditions. But when old age comes, the profes- 
sional man has an immense advantage over 
the merchant, particularly over the merchant 
who is. from the nature of things, so common 
in acointry like this—the merchant who was 
not educated in his youth, and whose daily 
chase ufter money has stunted all the more re- 
fined and studious aspirations he may origi- 
nally have possessed. Vor the old merchant, 
rich as he may be, there is little satisfaction in 
the last years. He can either struggle on after 
riches which have no longer any significance 
or charm for him, or he can spend his time 
moping and loitering uneasily, miserable in 
idleness, and not knowing which way to turn 
or what to do with the time which before he 
never had any to spare. Of course this is not 
the case with all rich old men who have made 
their money in trade. Some have as con- 
venient and satisfactory methods of employing 


| their minds as could be asked for; but the ma- 


jority are not so fortunate. Scattered about 
the country are rich men, or men with all the 
property they have need for, and more, too,. 
who are quite unhappy in their idleness, 


— + 


Superstitions. 


The Koran says that all the flies shall perish 
save one—the bee fly. 

It is regarded as a death warning in Ger- 
many to hear a cricket’s cry. 

The Tapuya Indians iri South America say 
the devil assumes the form of a fly. 

Rain is, in some parts of our own country, 
expected to follow unusually loud chirping of 
crickets. 

Flies are sometimes regarded as furnishin 
progoostications of the weather, and even o 
other events. ¢ 

Spaniards, in the sixteenth century, believed 
that spiders indicated gold when they were 
found in abundance. 

Although a sacred insect among the Egypt- 
ians, the beesle receives but little notice in folk 
lore. It is unlucky in England to kill one. 

In Germany it is said to indicate good luck 
to have a spider spin his web downward 
toward you, but bad luck when he rises toward 

ou, . 

. The grasshopper is a sufficiently unwelcome 
visitant of himself in this country; but in Ger- 
many his presence is further said to announce 
strange guests. 

A Welsh tradition says bees came from Para- 
dise, leaving the garden when man fell, but 
with God's blessing, so that wax is necessary 
in the celebration of the mass, 

The ancients generally maintained that there 
was a close connection between bees and the 
soul. Porphyry speaks of *‘those souls which 
the ancients called bees,” 








The Trials of a Poet. 





For Saturday Nwht. 

A poet once upon a time 
Made mention of a shelf, 

He did not like to use as rhyme 
That sordid word called pelf; 

But belf, gelf, jelf, kelf, 
There’s no such word as yelf, 

He could rot tell what would sound well, 
So filled the breach himself. 


This poet then quite recklessly 
Called May a pleasant month, 
He couldn’t see that time should flee 
Quick as the quick stream runneth; 
But punth, trunth, sunth, hunth. 
There’s no such word as skunth, 
He didn’t know what to do, so 
He called himself a dunth. 


And then the simpleton must needs 
Stand gazing from a window ; 
Courage, my friend, nor fear the end, 
You don't know what you kin do. 
Oh, shindo, spindo, skindo, slindo, 
There's no such word as jindo, 
Oh, cruel fate, and hard to state, 
He turns into a Hindoo, 


But now his wife called loud and long 
For him to miod the baby. 

(A senseless wife—but such is life) 
The child's good natured, may be. 

So graby, draby, saby, raby, 
There’s no such word as waby, 

Poor lucklese bard, ’tis hard, oh, hard 
To feel yourself a gaby. 


The thought of all his misery 
Makes both his cheeks to scorch, 
No other cheek has he to speak 
Of. Then upon his porch 
He thinks of norch, and dorch, and lorch, 
There’s no such word as snorch ; 
He cannot tell what will sound well, 
And so like a sensible fellow he ignores 
whole matter, and comforts himself with 
volume of Walt Whitman. HERALD. 





An Agreeable Manner. 





DEDICATED WITH MANY TEARS TO MY FRIEND MR. BLA’sR. 


For Saturday Night, 


I know you ire handsome and big, 
I know you are brainy and bold, 
You look undeniably trig, 
But you're simply a terrible scold. 
If a lady presumes to say no 
To your dictum, how scornful you scan her, 
Now why—why will you act so? 
Why not have an agreeable manner? 


Don’t shake your fist at my nose 
To emphasize your opinion ; 

Don't take the hand-organ man’s pose, 
When the poets of our dear Dominion 

Are praised. Don't expect all the world 
To hail your particular banner ; 

Don’t storm tiil my bang is uncurled, 
Do have an agreeable manner. 


It is said, or at least, I have heard, 

That scorn is the weakness of woman ; 
She must always have the last word, 

She's the one that’s a trifle inhuman. 
Poor thing when she talks to you— oh, 

How much she needs some one to fan her! 
Now why—why will you act so? 

Why not have an agreeable manner? 


If the bull dog that sleeps in your breast, 

Would stay asleep—but what's the use ? 
The sun will arise in the west 

When you cease to ‘‘let yourself loose,” 
In your bonfire of words I am wood, 

Or a hide in the hands of the tanner, 
How quick I would hide if I could 

From your very agreeable manner ! 


Don't think I write this to be mean, 
For meanness I wholly despise ; 
To be liked you need only be seen, 
And I know you are clever and wise. 
I don't like to mention it, but 
It’s as true as that my name’s not Hanner ; 
Let me whisper it (is that door shut ?) 
You have not an angelical manner. 
ETHELYN WETHERALD. 


A Garden in Spain. 





Behind the massive convent walls, 
The convent old and gray, 

Where spire and turret caught the last 
Sad gleam of deepening day— 

The fairest epot in all the land— 
The convent garden lay. 


An aged monk the garden gave, 
As ended were his days, 

But left with it this stern decree— 
So ancient legend says— 

That none save those of perfect heart 
Might walk its flowery ways. 


Tis evening hour. A novice stands, 
Her head bent low in prayer ; 

‘‘T thank Thee, kindly Heaven,” she éaid, 
‘* For all Thy sheltering care, 

And thank Thee, too, that I may walk 
With perfect conscience here.” 


Hark! Through the silent aisle rings out 
A note so pure and clear, 

The maiden pauses in her prayer— 
Her heart stands sti!l to hear ; 

The air is sad with melody, 
And Heaven sheds a tear. 


Now faint and far the music falls, 
Like rippling of a rill, 

Now near and loud with quivering notes, 
That through the listener thrill; 

One burst of last, triumphant song, 
And all is hushed and still. 


Yet silent stands the listening nun ; 
Then, with a low-breathed sigh, 
Remembers her neglected prayer, 
And tear-drops dim her eye. 
She falls with face upon the ground— 
“Oh, God,” she shrieks, “I die!” 
An instant’s space and all things change— 
No flower, no shrub, no tree ; 
The convent walls in ruins lay— 
Life was but memory ; 
A hundred years had passed away, 
And filled was the decree. 
Kate A, BRapuey. 





Couldn’t Be More So, 


Miss Emeline—And so Caroline is engaged, 
eh? Is she going to marry rank? 

Miss Angelina—Yes, very rank—a Duke, I 
believe. 
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FATE. 


Two shall be born the whole wide world apart, 
And speak in different tongues and have no thought 
Each of the ether’s being and no heed ; 
And these o’er unknown seas to unknown lands 
Shall cross, escaping wreck, defying death, 
And all unconsciously shape every act 
And bend each wondering step to this one end— 
That one day, out of darkness, they shall meet 
And read life’s meaning in each other's eyes. 
And two shall walk some narrow way of life 
So nearly side by side that should one turn 
. Ever so little space to left or right 
They needs must stand acknowledged face to face 
} And yet with wistful eyes they never meet, 
With groping hands that never clasp, and lips 
Calling in vain to ears that never hear, 
They seek each other all their weary days. 
Ahd die unsatisfied. And this is fate! 


| well, 



































































* * 

With departing Yuletide the average stomach 
is gradually regaining its normal condition 
and very soon will be seeking further troubles. 
Just about this time the average citizen will 
keap a weather eye open for the “ same-to- 
you” individual who offers up his annual vows 
at this dyspeptic season of the year. His last 
vow at the altar of Bacchus will be paid on 
Tuesday next—and cheerfully and secretly re- 
newed a couple of days later. 


* 
>*- * 


There are, and have been, many interesting 
residences in Toronto which have received 
special mention of late in the local papers, but, 
to my thinking, one of the most interesting is 
one which is seldom or never mentioned, and 
that is the old Cawthra residence, now the 
Molsons Bank, at the corner of Bay and King. 

This house may have been a trifle dull on the 
first day of the week, but such a drawback 
must have been amply redeemed on each of the 
succeeding six. What crowds upon crowds of 
promenading humanity have passed before its 
| «windows during the past thirty years! Could 
the old house but speak, how eagerly, yet, with 
a dash of sadness, should we listen to its gos- 
‘sip of the past, for how many of those whose 
‘bright smiles and winsome looks have lent an 
ineffable charm‘ to these prosaic surroundings, 
have passed to the unknown land. 
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Let us imagine ourselves as standing at one 
-of those windows twenty years ago and see the 
old street ‘gay with the faces and forms of an 
almost departed generation. That pleasant 
‘looking man with the tall hat who accosts and 
is accosted a dozen times in as many yards 
looks the happy head of a well ordered house- 
hold and a well stocked nursery. As a matter 
of fact, he is, however, a confirmed bachelor, 
and the head of a wealthy firm of King 
street grocers, and when some fifteen 
or sixteen years later he is borne to his last 
sleeping place men will speak of him as the 
soul of large-heartedness‘and good will towards 


his fellows, 


an her, 


- 
- * 


Look further down the street and you will 
hardly fail to notice that tall, soldierly:looking 
man with the heavy blonde moustache and a 
<lragoon swagger which has not yet degener- 
ated into the half-pay shamble of old age. 
That is Tom of the —— Hussars, who 
i: two years ago had fourteen chargers in the 
stables and unlimited funds at his command 
when the regiment left England on active ser- 
vice. ln afew short years—oh, how few —that 
fine soldierly-looking fellow will wander a 
miserable outcast in the streets of Montreal, 
shunned of*men, with the plague mark upon 
him and one dark night a body will be rudely 
pitched into a pine box at the Smallpox 
Hospital, and few will know that the dead 
anan was once the light-hearted, kindly Tom 
of the —th Lancers and the —th Hussars, 
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W ETHERALD. one 

Others there are in that passing throng of in- 
terest to you, reader, as well as myself. Look 
once more and take note of that dark-haired, in- 
telligent lad who walks by the side of that 
sweet girlish figure. Life apparently has little 
trouble in store for him. Alas! in little more 
than one decade his lifeless body will be found 
in the outskirts of the city in which he was 
born and every link in the surrounding chain of 
evidence will unmistakably point to self- 
murder. : 

* * 

And one is there on the south side of the 
street who looks the beaw ideal of a dashing 
Hussar (for these were the days when the 
jingling spur and the bright sabre-tache of the 
Imperial service were here), See how jaunt- 
ily he carries himself! Watch the careless but 
; graceful sling with which he edges through 
the crowd! and look! mark his bow! Remem- 
ber the quick glance he shot yonder and the 
sweet, winning smile that showed his white 
teeth, and, looking, be assured that some fair 
heart is none the easier for that glance. And 
what of him to-day? His bones have rotted 
years ago on Isandula’s disastrous field in the 
Zulu war, whither he had volunteered for 
active service, and to-day the roar of the lion 
awakens the echoes around the last sleeping- 
place of the once jaunty King street promen- 


ader. 


said, 


out 


es, 


* 
x * 

Aye! the old house could tell an interesting 
story of the byegone faces of Toronto, and 
perhaps at some future date I may be tempted 
to enlarge on this subject, but, for the present, 
amy readers are mercifully spared, 


The Christmas distribution by the St. 
George’s Society shows that this organization 
is still in the van of good deeds amongst the 
poorer members of the community. Very busy 
indeed were the stewards and committeemen 
from ten to four o’clock last Saturday. On 
one side might be seen the spare figure 
of the Bystander handing nut brown 
loaves into the baskets and packages 
of candies and tea into the pockets of grateful 
recipients of the bounty of St. George. At 
another table H. VY. Greene, H. Symons and 
D. T. Symons had deserted the law for 


co 
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TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


prime cuts and sirloin steaks which were 
handled in a fashion that would not have done 
discredit to the hirelings of the East Market 
Square. Jolly old Mr. Allworth supplied the 
widow and the orphan with lightning rapidity 
and thanked Heaven audibly that England has 
still one statesman left. At another table 
Virtue had its own reward in the satisfaction 
born of seeing England’s sons assisting Eng- 
land’s poor. Golden L. Walker purred his 
satisfaction when a hard day’s work showed 
that close upon 3000 people had been provided 
with Christmas cheer. President Spooner and 
his aides, Stockwell and Plews, worked like 
Trojans, andwere not sorry to know that their 
efforts had been crowned with complete suc- 
cess. Past Pres. R. W. Elliot, Past Vice Pres. 
James Lugsdin and Committeeman Charles 
Spanner were on deck, doing yeoman service in 
the good work, and last, though not least, 
worthy Mr. Pell, full of the milk of human 
kindness, was in his element—helping the 
needy — and, in consequence was perfectly 
happy. I was glad to see that when the tickets 
had been duly honored, the balance of the meat 
and bread was given to all comers irrespec- 
tive of nationality, ‘ 
as 

Esperance (Miss Alice Maud Ardagh), who is 
well known as a writer of charming verse, pub- 
lishes this week, Tangled Ends, the title of a 
work containing two stories—A Piece of Tan- 
nen, and Dora. The former is the stronger 
work of the two; both have a sombre coloring. 
In fact, sadness and suffering have left their 
impress on almost every page. In the former 
story, Eleanor is a fascinating creation, and I 
could only wish hers had been a happier lot, 
did not Experience and Esperance show that 
such natures know but little happiness in mat- 
ters of the heart. As for her lover, Eric—well, 
my readers must get the book and judge for 
themselves. Tangled Ends is for sale at the 
Toronto News Company. St. GEORGE. 





The Crowd on the Stairs. 


Tune—Mush, Mush. 


I have visited quite a few parties, 
And similar other affairs, 

But I never have seen any changes, 
There is always a crowd on the stairs. 





The bashful ones slip from their partners, 
And think to escape all their cares 

By making a break for the hallway 
And joining the crowd on the stairs. 


If you want a nice chat with your darling 
And out to the hall you repair, 

You'll have to go back to the parlor, 
For there’s always a crowd on the stair. 


Suppose that you want to retire 
To fix up your tie or your hair, 

You must fight your way right thro’ this gath'ring 
That makes up the crowd on the stair. 


If they happen to start up Postoffice, 
I pity the unlucky pairs 

Who have to do all of their kissing 
In view of the crowd on the stairs. 


The next time you go to a party, 
Remember my words and prepare 

To notice, as midnight approaches, 
That there's always a crowd on the stair. 


Now, the moral I want you to gather— 
The mora! this simple song bears, 
Is, if you can help it, why, never 


Be one of the crowd on the stairs. X.1NI 





To Correspondents. 


(Correspondents will address—‘‘ Correspondence Column,” 
Saturpay Niourt Office. } 








S. M. (Toronto).—(1) ** Kindly tell me what 
to do for an ivy the leaves of which are falling 
off? (2) Is it correct to shake hands witha lady 
on being introduced in your own house?” (1) 
Is the ivy outside the house or inside?. (2) It is 
quite correct to do so, 

A, B. C. (Toronto}.—‘' Please state through 
your paper where, in wishing to start the study 
of Law, is the proper place to get information 
as to primary examination, etc.” Write Mr. 
Esten, Osgoode Hall, Toronto. 

Carmen (Oakville).—(1) The opal is a pre- 
cious stone consisting principally of silica, with 
a small admixture of alumina. It is much 
valued from the beautiful play of colors it 
exhibits, caused by an infinite number of 
minute pores or fissures existing in its mass. 
(2) The lynx-sapphire is a name given by 


jewelers to dark-gray or green-blue varieties of 


sapphire and iolite. (3) The chewing of gum 
will stamp you at once. (4) The best thing for 
teeth is cold water and a tooth brush. 


A Yonge Street Milliner asks for the deriva- 
tion of the wurd ‘‘milliner,” The generally 
accepted theory has been heretofore that ‘* mil- 
linery” is a word derived from Milan, 
the city where such goods were form. 
erly made in the greatest perfection. A recent 
authority, hewever, declares, emphatically, 
that milliner, or millener, as it was formerly 
spelled, is a word derived from the Latin mille, 
meaning a thousand, and as the “ milliner” of 
former days sold the thousand-and-one requi- 
sites for the toilet, as well as bonnets and 
other head-gear, she was for this reason so 
called. Her successor of to-day confines her- 
self to head-gear only, but the old name still 
remains. 

Antoine (Montreal).—1. November 26, 1844, 
fellona Thursday. 2. Political questions have 
no place in this column for almost obvious rea- 
sons, 3. The Life and Mission of St. Patrick is 
a learned and valuable work, which, since you 
are interested in the history of that saint, will 
furnish you with all obtainable information 
concerning him, 

F. M. B. (Hamilton).—You will find the re- 
cipes named in Lola Montez’ Secrets of the 
Toilet. 

Cora (Barrie).—Press out the blackheads be- 
tween the finger nails and bathe your face 
daily with bay rum or diluted alcohol; but the 
best of all is to bath often and take lots of 
exercise. 

Louise (City).—Freckles which remain on the 
face throughout the winter cannot be removed. 
They are there to stay. But, surely this need 
not trouble you. There are many who very 
properly think a few freckles give expression 
to the face. 

Viola (Newtonbrook).—If you only. knew how 
many locks of hair are weekly sent in to this 
office you would readily understand why this 









column never gives an opinion on them. Use- 
ful information we are only too pleased to 
afford whenever we have it to give, nor do we 
think it foolish or unnatural for girls to seek 
to improve their looks within certain limits. 
But this sending of prettily arranged locks of 
hair tied with a blue or red ribbon is behind 
the times, and is but the simple outcome of 
childish vanity on the part of the sender. 





American Wives Abroad. 





The frequency with which Englishmen of 
distinction select their domestic partners from 
the United States may well set people asking 
what is it that causes the occurrence. The fact 
that Lord Randolph Churchill, Sir William 
Harcourt, M. Clemenceau, the Duke of Marl- 
borough and the successor of Count Moltke in 
the important military post with which his 
great name is associated have married Ameri- 
can ladies may tempt philosophic inquirers 
to go in search of a true and efficient cause of 
the occurrence, now brought still more into 
prominence by the marriage of Mr. Chamber- 
lain. If we are to imitate them we might find 
a certain number of plausible explanations; 
but, at the ena o: the exercise of our best in- 
genuity we should have to confess ourselves 
puzzled, 

That there are a number of Americati young 
ladies who are most attractive and charming 
will readily be admitted; but without postur- 
ing as outrageous patriots in this respect, we 
are disposed to think the English girls can 
hold their own against even their fair Ameri- 
can cousins in the matter of good looks, and 
decidedly outstrip them in the qualities which 
most Englishmen regard as engaging and irre- 
sistible. The ideal of the States is notoriously 
not quite the same as that which for the most 
part prevails in this country, and we suspect 
it would be found, on searching and impartial 
investigation, that the American standard is 
less of what is usually meant by an ideal than 
the English standard, In other words, it is, 
like the Americans themselves, more practical. 
Just as, for the most part, they educate their 
children not so much with the object of mak- 
ing them fine scholars and cultured gentlemen 
as of making them capable and successful 
citizens, so, probably, they aim, even uncon- 
sciously, at preparing girls not so much fora 
bright passage of romance as for the long and 
unromantic business of life. At the back of 
the head, as the phrase is, of most English girls 
is the idea that Lancelot-or Prince Charming, 
or some equivalent of those agreeable and 
seductive personages, is living somewhere in 
the world ; that it would be delightful to meet 
him ; and that, conceivably, that happy fate is 
reserved for them in particular. In a word, 
English girls are what is called romantic, and 
American girls, if romantic, are so in a less 
degree. Like the rest of their race, they are 
educated to understand and be in harmony with 
the hard and somewhat cynical conditions of 
their life. They have less nonsense about them 
than English girls. They are sensible women 
of the world, knowing all about it, not easily 
deluded, and quite equal to the task of con- 
fronting existence in all its various phases. 

Hence they enjoy considerable success in 
society, even on this side of the ocean. Society 
does not ask for a romantic disposition, for re- 
finement or delicacy of temperament, but, on 
the contrary, for practical good sense, for a 
certain business-like quality and for those gifts 
which enable people to succeed in dealing with 
their fellow-creatures. It is often remarked that 
American women push their way where Eng- 
lish women, possessed of the greater personal 
advantages, would fail. The reason is that the 
former understand the conditions of success 
better and accommodate themselves to them, 
They are not the women that stir the passions 
or inspire the song of poets; nor will they go 
down to posterity as heroines or charmers, 
But they have their day. They succeed in Lon- 
don drawing-rooms as their brothers succeed 
in dry goods stores in New York, and for much 
the same reason. We have no doubt they 
make excellent wives to men who live inthe 
glare of society, and prefer a clever, capable 
associate to a tender domestic companion. 


oe 


Handwriting and Character. 








Almost all people do in a more or less con- 
scious way draw some conclusions as to the 
education and position of the various writers 
from the handwritings which come before them. 
To do so is almost as instinctive as to form 
some kind of an opinion of a man from his face 
and look. We all con over his writing to 
judge what an unknown correspondent is 
like. ; 

Some points of character do beyond doubt at 
once betray themselves in a man’s ora woman's 
handwriting. The neat, accurate, methodical 
person stands, on the one hand, confessed in 
his writing, and so, too, does the reckless, 
unmethodical, careless, Yet even here there 
are, exceptions. 

Thirty years since a woman's writing could 
hardly ever be mistaken for a man’s, the two 
were absolutely distinct; now, though there 
are always certain subtle differences, it is often 
difticult to tell them apart. This approxima- 
tion is partly due to the fact that what used to 
be called Italian handwriting with its angles 
instead of curves, has gone out of fashion for 
ladies ; partly it has resulted from that general 
movement towards approximation between the 
sexes in all matters of education which has 
been so marked a feature of our time. 

The characteristic, however, which most 
surely expresses itself in handwriting is indi- 
viduality. A remarkable man or woman—one 
who has as we say, a distinct personality— 
hardly ever writes a quite commonplace hand, 
and conversely a very distinctive handwriting 
is generally an index to something distinctive 
in the character. This quality in handwriting 
is that which strikes us most forcibly at first 
sight. We involuntarily say to ourselves 
‘There must be something in a man or woman 
who can write a hand like that.” 

In the second place, firmness and decision 
on the one hand, nervousness and self-distrust 
on the other, come out pretty clearly in the 
character of a person’s writing, A good bold 
hand is not generally a meaningless expres- 
sion. Free, firm strokes do, as a rule, repre- 
sent firmness in character. There are no 
doubt also eccentric handwritings, but they 
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Handsome “Bob” Mantell. 


A BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH OF THE NOTED ACTOR ! 
WHO WILL PRODUCE MONBARS AT THE GRAND 
OPERA HOUSE NEXT WEEK, 





Robert Bruce Mantell is, as his full name 
most pointedly implies, a Scotchman and was 
born at Irvine, Ayrshire, four and thirty years 
ago. He is a member of a well known and 
influential family and is an actor only by in- 
clination, as he owns a large amount of pro- 
perty in Glasgow and Belfast, from which he 
draws a handsoine income, thus being quite in- 
dependent of the profession he has chosen and 
followed with such ardor and success, Although 
born in the land of the oatmeal and thistle, 
Mr. Mantell was brought up in Belfast, where 
his family moved when he was a boy, | 
and it was in that Irish city that he made his | 
first appearance on the amateur stage, essay- 
ing the part of De Mauprat in Richelieu, and | 
with a success that induced him to turn his at- 
tention seriously to the tread-mill struggle 
which all youthful Thespians must face before 
they begin to strike the up grade that leads to 
fortune. As a professional, his first appear- | 
ance was made in 1873, at Rochdale, a little | 
town just outside of Manchester, England, in 
the support ot George Clark, now of the Daly 
company, but at that time a star. The play 
was Arrah-na Pogue, and Mantell played the 
Sergeant. He came to this country the follow- 
ing year to join the Boston museum forces, but 
failing to obtain a hearing returned to England 
where he knockod about again, working 
like a dray horse over the stony paths of 
the profession, and hoarding up experi- 
ence of the kind only to be found alcng | 
the route of the barn-storming companies 
that tour Great Britain and the sister | 
island, but often having engagements with | 
noted stars. In 1878 he again came to the Uni- 
ted States as the juvenile lead of Modjeska’s | 








company, and his first performance in America 
may be said to have taken place when the 
steamer (the Erin of the National line) was still 
a day out from New York. The run had bsen 
arough and stormy one, so much so that the | 
usual entertainment for the benefit of the 
Sailors’ orphanage, in Liverpool, had been post- | 
poned until the last evening, and even then | 
there was a sea running which made the main | 
saloon about as wavering a playhouse as an | 
audience ever sat it. Jeffreys Lewis was also | 
on board, and the principal item on the pro- 
gramme was the balcony scene from Romeo 
and Juliet, with Miss Lewis as the heroine and 





by no means necessarily impress us with this 
sense of personality ; nor, again, does eccen- 
tricity of character at all certainly betray itself | 
in eccentricity of handwriting. If what has | 
been here said be true it throws further light 
on the reasonableness of the value we attach 
to the study of the handwriting of great and 
distinguished men. Their handwriting does 
form a part, and a striking part of their in- 
dividuality, and we know them better by the | 
study of it. 

We must remember, too, that there is always 
one greai safeguard against the forger’s art. | 
Though he may reproduce ever so exactly the 
letters themselves he cannot reproduce equally | 
exactly the manner of writing them. A letter | 
copied painfully and carefully has never quite 
the same look which a letter has formed 
rapidly and carelessly, however exact the copy 
may be. The minute difference will, no doubt, 
escape any but the trained eye ; by the trained 
eye it will hardly fail to be detected, and all the | 
more if only there is a considerable bulk of 
written matter on which the decision rests. 
In such cases forgery will very rarely escape 
detection by experts, and here, at any rate, it 
will be safe to trust to their judgment. 
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The Cradle, the Altar and the Tomb 


Births. 
GORE—On December 17, at Toronto, Mra. W. H. Gore—a 











son. 
ELLIS—On December 21, at Toronto, Mrs. P. W. Ellis—a 


son. 
WILSON—On December 21, at Toronto, Mrs. Joseph 
Wilson—a son. 
COSBY—On December 22, at Toronto, Mrs. A. M. Cosby 


—a daughter. 
GORRIE—On December 18, at Toronto, Mrs. Alexander 


M. Gorrie—a son. 





Marriages. 
ANGUS—MeDOUGALL—On December 19, at Agincourt, 
George Angee of Agincourt to Katie McDougall. 
DUNCAN—WRIGHT—On December 12, at St. Lambert, 
Que., George L. Duncan to Annie Wright of Montreal. 
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Mantell as the hero of that celebrated moon- 


light spoon. 

The Erin’s carpenter knocked together some- 
thing that answered for ‘‘a balcony” over 
which Juliet could gracefully lean while she 
listened to Romeo's impassioned eloquence, but 
the cross sea, causing the good ship to roll toa 
most undignified angle, the fair Capulet had 
all she could do to hold on, while Romeo de- 
clared his love with one arm tightly clasped 
around apost. At the close of the season he 
returned to England and accepted an offer 
from Miss Wallis, a then famous English tra- 
gedienne, with whom he played Orlando, 


| Charles Surface, and other similar parts, and 


then for a time he acted Richard III., Macbeth, 
Othello and other tragic roles. Though hardly 
out of his first youth he was highly successful 
in these impersonations, and while doing this 
laborious service he made the acquaintance of 
Dion Boucicault, whose company he joined. 
When that veteran dramatist returned to 
America he recommended Mantell to the New 
York managers, and John Stetson engaged 
him. The engagement fell through, however, 
and the young actor cast his fortunes with 
Messrs. Brooks and Di¢kson, who were then 
in want of a leading man to create the prin- 
cipal part in Romany Rye. Aftera tour in this 


| play he was engaged by Fanny Davenport for 


Loris Ipanoff in Fedora, which he played for 
two seasons with brilliant success. After that 
he was starred in Called Back and as Raymond 
Garth in Tangled Lives, but being anxious to 
appear in a role that required a wider and 
more pronounced display of ability, he added 


D’Ennery’s famous drama, Monbars,_ to 
his repertoire, and his success in this 
beautiful play has been most pronounced. He 


has also added Othello to his repertoire, and a 
few weeks ago he produced The Corsican 
Brothers in Philadelphia and made another 
great hit. The production of this play wasa 
new venture, and so successful was it that it 
was impossible to accommodate the crowds 
that flocked to see it, and nightly people had to 
be turned away, being unable to find seats or 
even standing room. 

Personaily Mr. Mantell is a charming com- 
panion, polished in manner, well educated, 
au fait on all questions of the hour, and with 
a harvest of good stories, reaped on both sides 
of the Atlantie during his fifteen years’ experi- 
ence in the sock and buskin, can entertain 
and amuse his hosts of friends in a manner as 
charming as it is unique. His Scotch stories 
are famous throughout the country, and to 
hear him recite a poem or sing a song is a 
genuine treat. 


FESSENDEN—LAND—On December 19, at Niagara Falls, 
R. Trenholme Fessenden of Chippawa, Ont., to 
Daisy Kate Land of Niagara Falls South. 
LINDSAY—CORRY—On December 19, at Perth, James 
Lindsay of Montreal to Isabella Maria Corry. 
McC ANNFL--ROBERTSON —On December 19, at Milton, 


| John Sinclais McCannel of Montreal to Mary Chariotte 


Robertson of Milton. 
MASON—WALTON—On December 19, at Agincourt, 
William Mason to Mary Walton, all of Scarboro’. 


Deaths. 





DEVER-- On December 22, at Toronto, Charlotte Beulah 
Dever, aged 1 year. 
FORD—On December 18, at Phillipsburg, Que., Launson 


Ford, aged 90 years. 
GUINANE—On December 21, at Toronto, Mrs. Margaret 


| Guinane, aged 66 years. 


KERR—On December 23, at Toronto, Jenny M. Kerr, 
aged 7 years. 

MARLATT—On December 22, 
Waldie Marlatt, aged 26 years 

MORRIS—On December 16, at Township of Mara, William 
A. Morris, aged 68 ears. 

MUSTARD—On December 2, at Dundee, fcotland, Mrs. 
Elizabeth Mustard, aged 69 years. 

PARSONS—On D cember 138, N, 
Parsons, aged 79 years. 

RUSSELL—On December 18, at Bothwell, William Eager 
Russell, aged 4 years. 

REIMERS—On December 22, at Toronto, Minnie Reimers, 


at Oakville, Mrs. Aggie 


at Ingersoll, Wm. 


| aged 3 years. 


RICHEY—On December 23, at Toronto, Mrs. Mary A. 
Richey, aged 63 years. 

WORTH—On Decemter 22, at Toronto, Mra. Ann Porter 
Worth, aged 61 years. 

FISHER—On December 23, at Concord, Elizabeth Fisher. 

SCHOUTEN— After a short il!ness, Minnie Schouten. 

DACK—On December 25, at Toronto, Mrs. Edward Dack, 
aged 67 years. 

COLWELL—On December 25, at Toronto, Charlie Col- 
well, aged 4 years. 

BROWN—On December 24, at Mornington, near Lis- 
towel, Mrs. M. H. Brown of Toronto. 

ARNO—On December 23, at Toronto, Elizabeth Jane 


Arno, aged 44 years. 
SCULLY—On December 25, at Toronto, Elizabeth Scully. 


2 
Paid for her Pleasure. 


Mrs. Veneering—Really, my dear doctor, you 
must come to my ball. It’s Lucy’s coming-out 
affair, you know, and I shall take no refusal— 
none at all. 

Dr. Byglee—Well, you see, dear madame, I 
am a very busy man. My time is not my 
own—— 

Mrs. Veneering—Say no more. Include the 
visit in your bill. There, I shall expect you. 


Good-by. 
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CHAPTER XXV.—ConrtTINvUED. 

But at that voice and the sound of her own 
name she started wildly. At the same moment 
Islay looked round; the next he was at her 
side, and, grasping her hands with an almost 
painful pressure, which yet brought a glad 
flush to Guelda’s cheeks and a lustre to her 
eyes, was exclaiming, in a suppressed voice of 
bewilderment, surprise, and sympathy—— 

“You! Is this really you? What 
happened? Great Heavens, how pale you look 
aal-and—chenaed | I've been nearly off my 
head, hoping to meet you for the last—I don't 
know how long!” 

“Did you get my letter at Genoa?” asked 
Guelda, hardly knowing whether to laugh or 
cry. 

or course I did! That brought me back. 
I jumped into the express train, left the yacht 


behind, and came straight to England ; but I | 1 : 
| to receive me, 


could not find you.” 


“Did you not write to the address I gave | R you ¢ 
The woman at my lodgings promised to | Oh, Islay, that is it! 


ou? 
ioeward any letters. I had to move elsewhere.” 

**I did write, and waited in vain ; and I wrote 
ever so often,” said Islay eagerly. 
said in your postscript, ‘Don’t come, but write,’ 
so I did not like to disobey you.” 


“There was no place—I could not well re- | : 2 y = 
| Islay, with an obstinate simplicity of tone. 


His voice however died away with embarrass- | 


ceive you there,” murmured Guelda, embar 


| 
{ 
| 


{ 
| 


| 
has | v : 
| your iodgings, you must of course be protected 


| 
| 
| 


** You had | 


rassed, thinking of her mean attic under the | 


roof. 
*““ Well, I could stand it no longer, so I went 
straight to the house. The landlady was a | 


fiend ; I could have choked that woman, with 
her corkscrew curls and her ferret eyes. 


She | 


would not tell me where you were, but asked | 


as many questions as a detective. So I offered 
her a sovereign to give me your address and 
end the matter, when, to my surprise, she 


a»use for supposing she would be satistied 
with that, or anything less than her full share 
of some reward.” 

*““ What?” exclaimed Guelda, suddenly tremb- 
ling. 

‘It’s just as I tell you,” went on the unsus- 
pecting duke, opening his honest gray eyes as in 
search of comprehension. ‘‘ Of course I rose in 
my price but when she asked me had I put 
some advertisement “in the papers, and I 
assured her on my honor I had not, she fairly 
drove me out of the house in a storm of passion. 
She called me a sneak, and she would go halves 
with no one. 
the field, and could only go to Scotland Yard 
and see there if they could help me. But what 
is the matter?”—for Guelda had turned very 
white, and was looking at him strangely. 

‘When did this interview take place?” she 
said, in a breathless voice. 

The jeweler and his man had discreetly with- 
drawn themselves out of hearing, farther to the 
end of the great shop, on seeing that the Duke 
of Islay seemed so deeply interested in his con- 
versation with this veiled mysterious lady. 
These two were thus practically alone, among 
the mirrors and cases of jewels that gleamed 
aud flashed with soft radiance around. 

‘‘When did it happen? Why, a fortnight 
ago? At least, now I come to think of it, per- 
haps only a week—a week exactly. But the 
time has seemed to go soslowly.” 

“A week?” repeated Guelda mechanically, 
calculating rapidly in her own mind (** That 
woman would perhaps write about the advertise- 
ment, for her suspicions were evidently roused 
when Islay offered her money, or else she had 
thought over it and regretted letting me escape. 
Her letter may have been delayed being for 
warded, but still Lord Loudon must know by 
now lam in London. At this very moment, 
they—he and his doctors—-may be awaiting me 
at the lodgings! Those were his men who 
followed me!”) Clasping and unclasping her 
fingers in an anguish of trouble, Guelda ex 
claimed aloud at last, reverting to her first 
thought, ** A week ago? Oh, what shall [ do? 


He is certain to find me now! He is looking 
for me!” ; 
‘**He? Who? Tell me, in Heaven's name, 


what you are afraid of!” entreated Islay, who 
was watching her in growing perplexity and 
apprehension, : 

His fears were not allayed by Guelda’s hastily- 
uttered, almost incoherently wild words. 

**T am afraid of this man—my new uncle, as 
he calls himself. He is persecuting me—I am 
in hiding from him. Oh, Islay, you are my 
only friend left—my only hope! Save me from 
him—take me away—take me anywhere safe— 
quite safe—till I can tell you all about it! You 
know that I am not mad. You believe that, 
don't you? But he saysI am crazed. He wants 
to force me into a private lunatic asylum, and 
has offered a reward for me as missing. I dare 
not go back to night. They may tind me—they 
are searching now, I know! Ob, what shall I 
do?” 

* Trust yourself to me—I will take care that 
no one shall harm you!” exclaimed Islay hotly, 
his honest face Nushing. For a moment, in his 
bewilderment, he was haif disposed to believe 
that poor Guelda was suffering from some 
hallucination—some over-excitement or dis 
order of brain. 


* What shall I do? I must tell you all the 


story,” the girl kept repeating blankly. 

**Come with me—my brougham is waiting,” 
uttered Islay impulsively. ‘Your pearls? 
Benjamin shall keep them safely till you tell 


him what you wish done about them.” 
And, issuing his directions with an air of 


imperious command very different from his 
accustomed simple manner, Islay hurried 
Guelda outside into his carriage. Then, as the 
servant waited for di:ections whither his 


master wished to be driven, the duke hesitated 
an instant; the next however he called out, 
** Home!” 


CHAPTER XXVI. 


Guelda felt in a dream as she sat beside Islay 
in his carriage, and as she found herself once 
more entering Islay House in his company. 

The powdered lackeys looked with 
livelier surprise this time at Gueida as she 
entered, more shabbily dressed than even on 
her last visit, though now by their master’s 
side ; but in the Duke’s presence their glances 
were obsequiously lowered. 

Islay led Guelda to his own sitting-room—a 
most luxurious, Orientally furnished smoking 
sanctum. CGuelda, looking round, felt that here 
comfort and luxury reigned supreme. Deep 
divans round the walls, well-tilled bookcases, 
tables strewn with a delightful litter of newest 
works and pamphlets, open caar-boxes, news- 
papers, and liqueur-stands met her eyes on all 
sides. 

** Forgive my bringing you here; but this is 
the only room I have been sitting in since 
Grizel went away. Idon’t know if the others 
are even open or not,” said Islay, looking round 
apologetically with a disconsolate air. ‘If only 
Girizel were here! But she thinks she has 
found her mission in life, 80 one can say 
nothing against it.” He ended with an abrupt 
sigh; then changing his tone to one of matter- 
of-fact care for his guest’s wants, he continued, 
**Have you had any food lately? You look 
quite exhausted. At what oclock do you 
dine?” 

Guelda smiled faintly at the idea of her ever 
dining lately, in his acceptation of the term. 

I] generally have something to eat at this 
hour,” she said; but never mind food now! 
Please let me tell you——” 


against nature, I believe, for long; better give 
in to her to start with.” 

He rang the bell, and gave orders to the ser- 
vant who appeared ; then he desired the house- 
keeper to be sent to him. 

“Tam going to put rou 
he said, in a brotherly fash 
sat by bewildered. ‘* As Grizel is not here, she 


must take care of you while you stay here. | 
Why, you can't go back to | 


What do I mean? 


| by your friends! Lord Loudon will hardly take 
| you out ot my house.” 


with a pride that was very rare in him; then 
he went on hurriedly, ‘‘ As for me, I am leaving 
this for some rooms I have at—at Brighton, in 


; an hour or so, if you wili first allow me the 


pleasure of dining with you and hearing all 
you have to tell me. But I shall come and see 
you to-morrow at any hour you may be pleased 


“IT am turning you out of your own house! 


self-reproach, mingled with hesitation. 
are too good ; but I fear I ought not——’ 
** Where else can you goto? If you look on 
me and on Grizel] as a brother and sister, as we 
hope you do, this is your natural home till you 
—till you have one of your own,” answered 


, 


ment at the last words, Plainly he did not 


quite know what were the terms on which | 


Konald Airlie and Guelda ‘stood as regarded 
each other. The rich envied young Duke 
dreaded toask ; and, with all his frank bluffness 
of manner, he was so delicate-minded towards 


these two, whom he loved best of human be- | 


ings, that no word on the subject had yet 


! crossed his lips to Ronald, though they had met 


turned upon me like a virago, with no end of | not only that day, but once before after Islay’s 


return. The Duke had indeed said to Airlie, as 
seemed natural 


“Well, and 





Miss Seaton—what news of 


| her?” 


At last I was actually driven off | 


**T will tell you all about that some other 
day; don’t ask me now,” Airliz answered 
gloomily, with a hasty air. 

He was making hurried preparations at the 
time; but, from his evident dejection, his 
friend guessed something was amiss. ‘* Want 
of money, no doubt,” he said to himself ; ‘‘ and 
i who have more than I know what to do with 

However, Islay had at least settled in his 
own mind that Guelda must be housed under 
his roof. ‘And, if Ishow myself at Brighton, 


none of the gossip mongers will be able to wag | 


| their tongues though Grizel is away. They will 


| 


know nothing about it.” he concluded, with al- 
most a cheerful satisfaction. 

Guelda, for her part, though a little troubled 
at the arrangement, knew not what objection 
to offer. Where else indeed could she go? Good, 
kind Islay, best of friends—she was loath to 
give him so much trouble; and yet how glad, 
how grateful she was to feel thus sheltered 
again ! 

So the grave Scotch housekeeper came who 


had been thirty years in the duke’s household, | 


to whom Islay explained as much as was neces- 
sary to account for Miss Seaton’s visit during 


under hér charge,” | 
ion, to Guelda, who | 


Islay drew himself up | 


exclaimed Guelda, in | 
ee y ou | 


that his regiment is ordered to Egypt,” 
answered Guelda, a little wildly, half laughing 
and half crying. 

‘*Would you not wish to see Ronald before 
he goes?” quickly asked Islay, struck with a 
sudden thought. 

‘*No, no; I dare not. It would be too pain- 
ful—don’t ask me.” The gir!’s voice shook, and 
| Islay turned away his head to allow her to re- 
| cover her self-control. 

“Will you not tell me the rest about this 


man—this Lord Loudon?” he said presently, in 
| a soothing voice. 
So then he was told all the rest, all Guelda’s 
growing fears and suspicions that had at last 
culminated in certainty. 

‘And so I know he isan impostor,” she ended 
triumphantly, and looked at the Duke for con- 
firmation. 

Alas, Islay sat silent, staring hard at the 
Persian rugs that covered the floord Then he 
| turned his honest gray eyes on Guelda as he 

tried to smile apologetically ; and she knew 
already what he was going to say. . 

‘Oh, come, you know— an impostor! Isn't 
| that rather far-fetched?” he put in with hesita- 
| tion. ‘* That this man may have burnt the will, 
| and that he has certainly behaved in a most 
| ungentlemanlike and tyrannical way, I do not 
| boubt fora moment. But still to say that he is 
not Lord Loudon’s son is—is rs 
| “Itis the truth!” burst from Guelda’s pas- 
| sionate lips. ‘* Oh, Islay, remember what is at 
stake! My grandfather was failing fast when 
this man came, his faculties were almost gone. 
And now my little brother is, I believe, robbed 

of his inheritance, and this man is trying to 
| kill him, body and soul. In any case, Islay, his 
| conduct to us is no imagination of mine; and 
| you don't seem to understand that Iam speak- 
| ing sober truth.” Oh, he was so maddeningly 
| Slow—so kind, but withal so dull of intellect ! 
| Guelda thought, and ground her foot on the 
floor. ‘‘He wants to declare ine insane—mad!” 
| she continued excitedly. ‘* He is advertising for 
me, and following me, I tell you, to shut me up 
in an asylum—me, who am as sane as you are— 
| me, whom he hates because I have found him 
out and am fighting for little Bertrand s cause! 
| Oh, Islay, Islay, don’t you desert me, you of all 
| men!” cried poor Guelda, with all her long- 
| pent emotion, her fears and pathos of sisterly 
| love, her passionate sense of wrong and cruelty 
trembling in her voice, as, clasping her hands, 
| almost unconscious of what she was doing, the 
beautiful girl slid from her chair, and, half 
kneeling, raised her streaming eyes to implore 
Islay’s help. ‘‘ You are my only hope, my only 
trust.” she stammered beseechingly. ‘* Don’t 
forsake me: but, for the sake of the past, say 
you will——” 

The words died on Guelda’s lips, which re- 
| mained parted. Her eyes were looking past 
| the Duke, fixedly, to the door behind him, 
| where, like a man turned to stone, with white 

stern face, stood Ronald Airlie. 
| A minute—nay, two--both thus regarded 
| each other. Then, even as Guelaa rose wildly 
| uttering his name and holding out both hands, 
| Ronald started, as if waking, and, with one 
| look of reproach that seemed to blight the un- 
| happy girl like a curse, he was gone. He flung 
| himself out of Islay House, with the passions 
| of love, anger and jealousy more bitter than 
| death, struggling like demons in his soul. 
| ‘*T will never see her again—never!” he 
| breathed fiercely to himself between his set 
teeth. 
| Inone short hour he would be leaving for 
Exypt—for the seat of war, What did it matter 
if a bullet now found its billet in his heart ? 


CHAPTER XXVIII. 


| 











= | 


Lady Grizel's absence. 
conducted upstairs to take off her hat and be 
installed ‘in Lady Grizel's own room—* that 
was always kept prepared, tor no one knew 


when her ladyship might he pleased to come 


back, 

When she returned downstairs, with her 
glossy hair as beautiful as ever and her simple 
dress as carefully arranged as was possible in 
the circumstances to do honor to her host. 
Islay’s face brightened up. 

*“Ah, now you look more as if you were at 
home!” he exclaimed. . 

** I feel at home,” smiled Guelda. 

Following his wish, the girl said nothing of 
her troubles until they had dined together. 
After all, why be uneasy and in haste when 
she had such a kind and powerful friend and 
brother ? 
fluences of the moment, and enjoyed the ex- 
quisite little dishes, the hot-house flowers, the 
rare old wine that the Duke desired to be 
brought up for her, to the utter canfusion of 
mind of his major-domo. That wine! Not a 
bottle of it had been touched since the days of 
the Duke's father, and then it was offered only 
to royal guests. f 
know how her best friend was striving to honor 
her. 

But, coffee had 


when liqueurs and 


ished, Islay, with a breath of secret rel ef, 


though its gladness was like pain, led his fair | 


guest back into his own sitting-room, and, en 
throning her in the most luxurious of the many 
easy lounges, drew up achair close by for him- 
self. Then, bending forward with his eyes 
tixed on her face, he prepared to listen with 
most earnest attention. 

In simple but vivid language Gueida began 
to describe all that had happened before and 
after her grandfather's death. Her own con- 
victiop of the truth of ber suspicions was so 
strong that her hearer from the tirst looked 
gravely startled. Then Guelda passed on to 
teli with quivering lips and flashing wet eyes 
of the letters that had been stopped, he own 


and Airlie’s. Islay averted his gaze and bent 
his head; but he muttered, with smouldering 
wrath 

‘The cur! If a man is mean enouzh to do 


that, he will do anything.’ 

Poor Guelda had to force her voice to tell as 
steadily as she could of Ronald's visit—of how 
the man who called himself her uncle had in- 
sulted Airlie, and ordered him to !eave., 

“But surely you will be true to Ronald in 
spite of that or anything!” uttered Islay hotly, 
he who was Ronald’ unsuccessful rival: and 
as he spoke he raised his head and looked 
straight at her. 

**T will be true to him all my life,” answered 
Guelda firmly. ‘* But, for his own sake, I have 
told him I cannot marry him, and therefore 
shall never marry at all.” 

** But why not, in the name of pity—why not, 
Guelda— Miss Seaton?—I beg your pardon. My 
dear girl, what can be your reason ?” ; 

‘Because [am penniless; my grandfather's 
will was never found. No, no; I remember 
only well what Grizel once said—that 
Ronald was one of those beings whose natural 
sphere seems that of good position and riches. 
He is, as it were, to the manner born. You 
cannot imagine him poor—open-handed and 
generous as he is--struggling to save every 
penny; you cannot fancy him married on an 
income that was never sufficient for himself, 
sacrificing all his pleasures, his coats becoming 
threadbare; and I--however he loved me—I 


should feel it all, and know he was striving to 


hide from me that he feit a disappointed man.” 

** He need not be that. Ronald has brilliant 
powers of mind that are wasted as a soldier. 
He would make his name in the House, I 


know, and get a good place under Government | 


and then there is my interest,” pleaded the 
duke. 

‘““A man cannot rise when too heavily 
weighted; his career would be marred,” re- 
marked Guelda, in a sad, weary tone, implying 
that she had long since thought it all out. 

‘“*But he is my next of kin—my almost 
brother. If this is all which stops you both 
from being happy, for goodness’ sake let him 
take from me what is no gift worth having—I 
mean what costs me nothing! Mere money I 
neither need nor care for,” went on Islay, in 


* | will do anything and everything you | urgent gentle persuasion, with a look and 
wish—that is, if I possess the power or means | gesture as if he felt almost ashamed to offer | from the time he saw England’s shores fade 


to do so,” interrupted her host. 


that you should let me set about your business | 


in my own way. The first thing for you to do 
now is to eat and drink; no one can fight 


“All I ask is | 


such ‘‘ dross.” ° 

‘*Money from you? Oh, no, no; he could not 
accept it! But what use is there in talking 
when there is war? And I saw in the paper 


And then Guelda was | 


So Guelda gave herself up to the in- | 


Guelda did not in in the least | 


been | 
brought and the servants had noiselessly van- | 


As Airlie’s name was uttered by Guelda, 
Islay started up also, but only to hear the outer 
hall door hastily closed. 

**Ronald Airlie! 
take!” he exclaimed, in acvents of the most 

| genuine dismay. 
da’s crouching figure, her white face quivering 
with deepest distress. ‘Don’t mind! It will 
be all right! I will explain,” he stammered. 

“Go to him—tell him!” the poor girl just 
| articulated. 

‘“*T will. I—oh, heavens, it is too late !"—-and 

Islay scood with drooping head, a picture of 
| abject penitence. 
say good-bye before he started for Egyp: to- 
morrow. I meant to goafter you had told me 
all—but it is later than I thought. He has 
always a latch-key of this house to let himself 
in when he likes, so, thinking I had forgotten 
him—as if that was likely !—he must have 
rushed in to take leave of me.” 

* But you can follow him—you can find him? 
Explain everything!” implored Guelda, feéling 
almost overcome with unmerited shame. 

**T will try my very best. Yes, yes; make 
| your mind easy—it will be all right in half an 
hour.” And so, assuminga cheerful tone, Islay 
grasped his guest’s hand with a hearty pres- 
| sure, and hurried out to find Airlie, as he said. 

Alas, it was in vain! Roland was not leav- 
ing with the rest of the regiment in the early 
morning, but had been despatched beforehard 
on special service ; even whilst bis friend sought 
him in barracks he was speeding from London 
—one more heayy heart would soon be far from 
| England. 

troops embarked ; he would go down too, anc 
see the ship off, and so secure a parting word 
with Airlie. 

No use! Airlie would have already sailed, 
| he was told. A sudden call had arisen for his 

services. He himself had not known, any more 
than Islay, that he would be needed to start 
earlier than was at first anticipated; hence 
his hurried visit to Islay House to take fare- 
well of bis cousin. 

Letting himself in with his latch-key, as he 
was used to do, being always treated as one of 
the family, his astonished gaze had rested on 
Guelda—Guelda, his love, of whom he had last 


taken such a pained tarewell in the autumn, | 
when she had bidden him leave her for his own | 


good. He had sworn then in his heart that, 


though he must needs do so for the present, he | 
would return as soon as he could offer her a | 


home. Visions of fighting his way upward, of 


some years of separation maybe, of wounds | 
of } 


laurels and Guelda herself to be gained, had | 


perhaps and surely heartache, but. still 


tlitted before lionald’s eyes, even as Guelda 
had Jooked up at him under the dark Sheen 
yew-trees with her sweet, pleading face. Then, 
when he was jus. starting for the seat of war 


when, in his soldier's heart, he was breathing | 


a hasty prayer for her happiness and longing 


to see her again just for a moment—lo, thus he | 
Alone in Islay’s house, in his own 
room, having just dined in his sole company! | 
lor through the open door could be seen the | 


saw her! 


table still bearing traces of that little feast for 
two which had given the duke a short lived 
taste of that happiness which he had so earn- 
estly hoped once in his honest heart 
have been. And she was on her knees to the 

| lover she had rejected, weeping and looking up 
beseechingly at Islay! 

‘*Oh, merciful powers, what can he have 
thought of it?” groaned good Islay to himself, 
turning hot at the recollection. Ronald would 
be generous ; he would cut off his right hand— 
nay, die—before he would utter one word of 

|} reproach, Yet from the haste with which he 
| had rushed out, not uttering what might be a 
| last farewell on earth to his more than brother 
|and the girl he so_ passionately loved, 
evidently he believed the worst—that Islay 
was his successful rival, that Guelda’s affec- 
tions, or at least her wishes, had been easily 
changed. 

Islay thought he could guess all the workings 
of Ronald's mind, and tormented himself 
thinking it over ; yet he always ended with the 
comforting assurance—— 

“T will write to Ronald. He will know it’s 
all right by the time he lands. ’ 

But Ronald never knew—indeed little any- 
one imagined the stormy passion, the anguish 
of jealousy and reproach against those he 
loved, that made Airlie’s heart a battle-field 








away till the first view of martian soil and 
the town of Alexandria loomed over the dark 
blue water. With stern eagerness Ronald 
hailed the prospect of those nearing bloodier 


| that they are such dastards that not one would | 
Great heavens, what a mis- | 


Then his glance fell on Guel- | 


**I was going to see him to | 


Islay asked in his troub!e when the | 


might | 
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battle-fields that yet could not be more deadly 
to all he prized, in which he should forget a 
while this inner strife that was killing his be- 
lief in all things that made life worth living— 
in friendship, honor, and a good womar’s love. 

Saddened, Is'ay came with slow steps to see 
Guelda the next day, and tried to console her, 
as he had tried to console himself, with the 
hope that a letter would yet make all things 
right. 

“As right as they can be—yes. You are 
very good, and [ thank you, with all my heart,” 
murmured poor Guelda, with a pale smile, 
feeling she must do ner best to show gratitude 
to this kind, true man. And yet to have been 


seen thus in his house by Ronald, uttering wild 
words of pleading which Ronald could not 
have understood—it was terrible! As she 


tossed on her bed wide awake through the 
night-hours, the blood had often flamed up in 
Guelda’s face, and she buried it in the darkness 
in her pillow, again and again asking herself, 
‘*What must he have thought?” Alas, he 
could put no other construction on her words 
than that she was pleading to Islay! For 
what? Perhaps a renewal of the suit which 
she had betore denied him. 

By the morning some subtle change, un- 
known to himself, had come over Islay’s late 
common sense view of regarding Guelda’s 
strange story. He felt somehow humbled in 
his own estimation by Ronald’s late miscon- 
ception of himself. ‘I blushed, as usual,” he 
said to himself heavily. Perhaps he was also 
wrong about Guelda. So, brooding over his 
thoughts, he grew slowly almost persuaded, 

Before the next day was fully gone no 
shadow of doubt remained on his mind. For, 
having now sent the detective whom he had 
already fruitlessly employed to find Guelda, 
down to her lodgings to make inquiries, he 
was horrified to hear that three gentlemen, 
who called themselves “friends of Miss 
Seaton,” had been there on the evening before. 
They had waited till nearly midnight, and only | 
went away after bidding the landlady let them 
know the first thing in the morning, or any 
time later, if the young lady had returned. 
The woman, a good Samaritan, mistaking the 
Duke's messenger, begged him to tell his 
master that she was on the look-cut for the 
poor dear, to persuade her to return peaceably 
with the kind friends from whom she bad run 
away, but added tearfully she was afraid her 
young lodger had made away with herself. 
Plainly Guelda had escaped only in time during 
that evening of the fog. 

**So my enemy is in London, and in active 
pursuit!’ she said, with a courageous smile 
that surprised her protector. ‘‘ Well, so much 
the better! Now for open war!” 

When dangers or difliculties were close at 
hand to be fought with, Guelda’s spirit always 
rose. She said now in her heart, almost gaily, 
as she set her lips tightly, while a bright deter- 
mined gleam shone in her eyes, “I will over- 
come him if I have the strength and the wit 
and it is granted me to fulfil this task; if not, 
at least I shall not fail for want of doing my 
best.” But, with fears for Bino, hopeless 
longing thoughts of Ronald, Guelda’s high 
heart failed at time and she became a weak 
woman, troubled by vague alarms, ready to 
start at shadows. 

‘*“You must let me take steps at once to stop 
this villain from futher persecution. It is for 
me to fight him, now you have put the matter 
into my hands,” said Islay slowly and moodily. 

Then, his wrath growing gradually stronger | 
and hotter as he brooded, he suddenly burst 
out, “ By Heaven, to think of this fellow daring 
to dream of committing such a crime, and to- 
wards you—you! Did he suppose that you had 
no friends, after being perhaps admired as no 
girl who has been seen for many a season, or 


shield you?) I would gladly break every bone 
in his body myself, whether he is your uncle or 
not! It makes my blood boil only to think of 
it!” And his face took a grim expression 
which augured ill for Lord Loudon’s little 
scheme. 

‘Pray don’t thrash him new; I think it 
would be wi-er not.” said Guelda, in a firm 
deliberate voice. ‘* You see we must do noth- 
ing rash, or it might be the worse for Bino. 
You will do all you can for his sake, will you 
not ?”—and she looked earnestly into his face. 

‘* For your sake,” returned Islay, looking her 
straight in the eyes, with a stolid, almost dull 
stare. And he went on slowly, weighing his 
words, ‘‘ For your sake—I will do everything 
for you that is possible for a man to do. Do | 
you understand that ?’ 

“A slow flush, mounted to Guelda's cheeks, 
and she dropped her eyes, answering in low, 
almost pained accents— 

‘**You are so good to me; and I can never 
give you anything in return all my life except 
just thanks.” 

‘*T understand that. I expect nothing more,” 
Islay answered steadily. ‘Friendship, you 
see, Guelda—I may call! you ‘Guelda’/—is not a 
mere balancing of services given and taken.” 

Then a short consultation was held between 
them. Islay was urgent that he himself should 
call on Lord Loudon at once, and peremptorily 
declare that Guelda’s friends bad espoused her 
cause, therefore his lordship must be prepared 
to fight other than a helpless orphan girl. 

Against this course Guelda had nothing to 
say. Indeed her mind was so troubled by 
thoughts of Ronald that she was unable to 
think clearly. Islay therefore carried his point, 
and at once put it into execution with hasty 
zeal. Driving up to Lord Loudon’s house in an 
unpretentious brougham which he often used, 
and on which no arms or coronet betrayed his 
rank, he simply sent in a word to say thata | 
| gentleman wished to see his lordship on busi- 
| ness. As Guelda had led him to expect, there 
was considerable delay, and much going to and | 
froon the part of the ill-trained staff of ser- 
vants that now formed the Loudon establish 
nent—evidently any caller produced some 
|} amazement, 

* Lord Loudon never sees any one,” was the 
first answer, sect by Loudon himself: still | 
| Islay persisted. ‘‘ What is your business?” 

came as an answer from the invisible lord of | 
the mansion. Islay sent back to say he knew 

Lord Loudon would prefer that being told only 

to himself. At last a red-faced, unshaved 
young man in carpet slippers, with watery 
| eyes, and hands thrus* deep into the pocket of 
achess-board suit, surreptitiously reconnoitered 

the brougham, putting his face round the edge 
| of the door. 

‘By Jove, that’s a good bit of horse-flesh !” 
he exclaimed, in a familiar whisper to one of 
the servants, and was then retiring, when Islay 





| but 
‘reviews and all felt armed for the discyssion. 





guessing he saw the sporting Doctor, stepped 
| forward and addressed him carelessly. 

| ‘*Nice animal that of mine, isn't it? If you 
like him, I have two or three more in my 
stables you would fancy as well or better.” : 


| ‘Ine village doctor, taken by Islay’s easy tone, 
| came nearer, with a shuffling gait, half grati- 
fied yet shy at being accosted by ‘‘such a 
swell” —‘tand in these clothes too—not half 
dressed for town,” he said to himself; then, 
after a few words of expatiation on the horse, 
he observed bashfully : 

‘**Pon my soul, I’m quite ashamed of standing 
out here in my slippers ; but this fellow Loudon 
—I'm staying here with him—he does slummick 
about so—never down to breakfast, the lazy 
beggar! He's only tinishing his now! And 
one gets into the same way, you know.” 

‘**Look here—you seem great friends with 
Lord Loudon; can’t you get him to see me?— 
and I'll be awfully obliged to you,” said Islay, 





forcing himself into a genial tone, though he 
revolted in secret from being civil to such a cad. 

The sporting Galen grinned. 

‘*He ain't visible, really. ‘Pon my 
quite true! He never will see any fi 
but me, hardly.” 

“But why not? He’s Lord Loudon, is he not, 
with a large fortune and estate? A great many 

rsons must come tosee him on business.” 3 

‘**He don’t do any business himself except see 
his lawyer. You would almost think he wasa 
leper—he’s always in such a funk about going 
pe aphety ; but, I say, what is your business 
--e 

Islay glanced hesitatingly for inspiration at 
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the horse in his brougham and hemmed, not 
knowing what tosay. The other mistook him, 
and exclaimed, in surprise—— 

““Why, you are surely never come about a 
deal?” . 

‘*T did not say I was; but why not—eh ?” 

** Well, I say, what a swell you look to be a 
dealer! I never should have thought it! You 
London feliows do cut us country ones out! 
Ha, ha, ha! I do a goodish bit in that line 
myself!” 

‘* Look here—you’re a good sort of a fellow, I 
can see,” interrupted Islay, despising himself, 
yet resolved to do his utmost to gain admit- 
tance to this mysteribus uncle of Guelda’s. 
**He’s a friend of yours—that’s pretty plain ;. 
you can do what you like with him—eh?” 

At that moment a flunkey approached and 
said to Islay impertinently : 

“ There’s no use in waiting. 
know, won’t see no one.” 

‘*Won’t he? Gammon!” uttered the little 
Doctor, whose conceit had been successfully 
tickled by the visitor. ‘* He'll do it if I ask 
him. You come along with me!” 

In another minute Islay stood face to face 
with Guelda’s persecutor. 


(To be Continued.) 


His lordship, I 





The New First Reader, 


Lesson I.—‘ Is the man angry?” 

‘* Yes, verv angry.” 

‘** Hear how loud he talks, and see how fiercely 
he gestures! Has someone robbed or mal- 
treated him?” 

** Let us approach him and inquire. Ah! we 
have it now. He says he was simply practicing 
on the speech he is shortly to deliver before the 
Personal Liberty Suciety ?” ; 

‘*Has he been deprived of his liberties?” 

““He has. In former days he could sit in 
front of an open saloon all day Sunday. Now 
he has to go in by the back door and stay 
secluded.” 

** And it grinds his soul ?” 

“It does. He believes that our fathers 
fought, bled and died that he might do as he 
blamed pleased on Sundays, and hence he has 
joined a liberty league and proposes to wade in 
gore or have his rights.” 

Lesson IT.—‘* And here is another man who 
seems to be in a towering rage. Have his lib- 
erties also been threatened?” 

* Alas! they have, and he says he will die in 
the last ditch.” 

“Who has dared 
rights?” 

“The police. A patrol constable found him 
in an alley, with a bunch of skeleton keys in 
one hand and a burglar’s jimmy in the other, 
and asked if he wouldn’t please walk down to 
headquarters and explain whether he was 
looking for rats or getting ready to mark goods. 
for a quarter off sale.” 

‘**And he went?” 

**Yes, but he said he would make it hot for 
the constable. He explained to the chief that 
he used the jimmy to crack railroad sand- 
wiches, and that the keys belonged to his vat 
bin up once, and thus cleared himself.” 

** And will the constable have to go?” 

“Of course. Fersonal liberty is a sacred 
thing to monkey with.” 

‘**Poor man! Why doesn’t he look in the 
rogue’s gallery and see if the man’s photograph 
is not there?” 

** He has, and he found it, but the citizen will 
bring his two brothers-in-law to prove that it 
got there by mistake for Jew Bill's photo. He 


to menace his sacred 


must go. He should have had more discre- 
tion.” 

Lesson III.—‘‘ Does the man shiver with the 
cold?” 


“He does. He has no overcoat, and his 
clothes are thin. He also has a hungry look.” 

‘** Does he want work, that he may buy him- 
self some warm clothing?” 

**Not hard work, If you know of a vacant 
treasurership of an ice company paying about 
$5,000 a year, he would smile at the informa- 
tion.” 

Lesson 1V.—‘‘Is the grocer jawing with the 
man with a shovel on his shoulder?” 

‘*‘No. The man with the shovel is calling the 
grocer a tyrant, monopolist and a grinder of 
the poor.” 

* But why?” 

“Because the grocer has refused to trust him 
for a loaf of bread.” 

‘““What a shame! What a hard heart he 
must have! He must be a regular Shylock !” 

‘*No, he is not. People call him benevolent. 
He knows that the man with the shovel has sat 
for two hours in asaloon playiug dominoes and 
paying for the beer, and he says the saloon- 
keeper is the one who should trust him for 
bread.” 

**It is hard to want for bread.” 

**So it is, but how curious it is that no one 
ever seems to want for beer. ‘They always get. 
that, no matter if they can’t get bread.” 

Lesson V.—‘‘ Did the lady fall down?” 

** She did.” 

‘*Did it hurt her any ?” 

** Lots.” 

“Then let us call a doctor and the ambu- 
lance.” 

“There is no need of that. She is hurt only 
in-her feelings. Her fall revealed the fact that 
her new sacque was only imitation, and she 
can’t forgive herself nor any one else. Keep 
away from her! She wil! be dangerous for the 
next two hours!” 


ee! 


The Lady Remembered. - 


In a town not very distant from here the 
ladies have organized aliterary club. There are 
eight members in the society, and by way of 
diversity they give a high tea to eight favored 
gentlemen once a fortnight. 

The other night Robert Elsmere was brought 
up for discussion. Noone had read the book 
each individual had seen fragmentary 


** Let me see,” ventured Miss Wise, *‘ who is 
the author of Robert Elsmere? I never can 
think.” 

“Nori,” 

‘*T have forgotten- 

**So have I—” 

‘*T never can remember a new author's name 
two minutes,” 

‘* Nor I.” 

‘* Here comes Mrs. Almons; she will know.” 

Mrs. Almons was the president --one of those 
self-sufficient people who know how to poise 
the head and look wise. 

** Yes, Mrs. Almons is a walking cyclopwdia,” 
offered young Mr. Billings. ‘‘Pray, tell us, 
madame president, do, who wrote Robert 
Elsmere?” 

“Why, Margaret Deland, of course,” said 
the “walking cyclopwdia,” with prompt deci- 
sion. 

* O yes.” 

**O yes.” 

**O yes.” 

‘*Of course,” echoes a fourth voice. 


” 


* There 


| have been three of these religious novels with- 
| in 


a year, ‘John Ward, Preacher,’ written 


by ss 

‘*Mrs. Humphrey Ward.” 

‘*They say she named John after her father,” 
prompted Mr. Billings. 

“O, how romantic.” 

‘* So English.” ’ ; 

“Decidedly,” continued Miss Wise, ‘ and 
‘Love and Theology.’ Who wrote ‘hat, Mrs. 
Almons? I never can remember,” 

**Mrs. Cardinal Woolsey,” answered the 
president. 

Then all fanned themselves and took a sip of 
tea, while Mr. Billings assured Miss Wise that 
he never knew a woman equal to Mrs, Almons 
to remember names. 





— 


On the Rack. 


* You are looking bad this 
last night you were—— ” 

**On the racket.” 

*“ And this morning—— ”’ 

‘**On the rack.” 
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WITCH 


Or, THE SECRET 


HAZEL; 


OF THE LOCKET. 


By MRS. GEORGIE SHELDON, 


Author of “Geoffrey's Victory,” “Brownie’s Triumph,” “The Forsaken Bride,” etc. 


CHAPTER XXX, 
HAZEL’S TRIAL, 


The duchess went directly to Hazel. 

‘** My dear child, how glad Iam that ry free 
brought you to me,” she said, with great kind- 
ness, and sitting beside her, she gently took 
one of the girl’s hot handsin hers. ‘‘ Take off 
your hat and jacket, dear, and presently you 
shall go and lie down; you look worn out.” 

The words were tender, the tone sympathetic, 
the gentle gray eyes full of compassion, and 
such Christian charity to a friendless, perse- 
cated girl, who was almost a stranger, was too 
much forthe overwrought nerves and aching 
heart, and Hazel bowed her head upon the 
good woman’s shoulder, in a passionate burst 
of weeping, and clung to her as she would have 
clung to a loving mother in her hour of need. 

She wept until she had strength to weep no 
more, the duchess clasping her in a sympathetic 
embrace and trying, in a low, gentie tone, to 
coinfort her, 

** How good you are to me, who have no claim 
upon you!” Hazel said at last, as she looked 
up with a wan smile into the nobie face bend- 
ing over her, 

**T am very, very sorry for you, my child,” 
said her grace, searching those tear-laden, 
beautiful eyes, earnestly ; *‘ will you not open 
your whole heart to me and tell me all about 
this trouble?” 

‘“*Mrs. Stewart is your friend,” Hazel said, 
sensitively shrinking from saying anything to 
reflect upon one with whom the duchess had 
been so intimate. 

She arose many degrees in the estimation of 
Aer grace just on account of that simple remark. 

“True,” she said, kindly, “* but that need not 
<n aes from giving me the facts of the case.” 
And Hazel, won by her sweetness, related all 
that we already know. 

**Do you think I will have to lose my neck- 
lace, your grace?” she asked, when she had 
told her all, and Jooking fearlessly into the 
woman's grave, earnest eyes. ‘It is not alone 
for the value of it that I care so much,” she 
‘added, thoughtfully, ‘‘ but because it belonged 
to my mother, and is the only link that binds 
me to the past, and will help to prove my 
identity. Do you think the court will give it to 
Mrs. Stewart ¢”’ she concluded, anxiously. 

The duchess did not know how toanswer her. 

She had come to her, pitying her, but firmly 
believing in her guilt, and now she was stag- 
gered by these innocent questions, by the 
frank, clear, blue eyes that gazed so earnestly 
into hers and by her free, unembarrassed man- 
ner. 

‘*We must wait and see, dear,” was all that 
she could say in reply to her queries. “I feel 
very sure, however, that Mrs. Stewart would 
not wish to keep it if she thought it did not 
rightfully belong to her.” 

**No, of course not,” Hazel returned, witha 
sigh, ‘‘but it is exactly like hers, and neither 
of them was marked, so I do not see how it can 
ever be proved that it is mine. I shall be very, 
very unhappy to lose it! but the worst of all 
will be to have everybody believe that I have 
been dishonest.” 

‘*She is either innocent asa Jittle child, or 
she is the most hardened and consummate 
actress,” thought the duchess as she studied 
the sweet, tear-stained face beside her. ‘* You 
say that you had it in your hands looking at it 
when Helena came upstairs to get her sister’s 
wrap ?” she remarked, thoughtfully. 

* Yes, your grace, and I hastily slipped it 
back into my trunk before unlocking my door, 
because I did not wish her, or any one, to know 
that I had it.” 

** Why were you so anxious to onceal the 
fact?” the duchess asked, regarding ,her curi- 
ousiy. 

**Qne reason is that I was afraid I might be 
robbed of it, if it should be known I carried 
anything so valuable in my trunk; and then, I 
knew,” she added, with a slight flush, though 
Aner glance did not waver, *‘ it would be thought 
strange that I, a poor girl, should have any- 
thing so costly in my possession.” 

‘* Did Miss Stewart enter your room?” 

* Yes, she stepped just inside the door, where 
she remained standing while I went to get 
Belle’s wrap.’ 

‘*You did not lock your trunk before admitt- 
ing her?” 

** No, I simply dropped the lid.” 

The duchess looked thoughtful. This young 
girl was so frank, so perfectly honest, to all 
appearance, that her suspicions regarding her 
were greatly shaken. Then she remembered, 
with a thrill of pain, what her grandson had said 
regarding his conviction that Helena would 
not hesitate to wrong this young girl to gratify 
aspirit of revenge. Was it possible that she 
bed opened Hazel’s trunk last night while she 
was fora moment alone in her room, and then 
plotted to ruin her for some reason known 
only to herself? Had she done it — good 
heavens—because she had discovered Lord 
Nelson’s love for her, and had taken this way 
to kill it—by robbing Hazel of her character? 


These thoughts, and many others, flashed 
with lightning-like rapidity through the 
duchess’ brain ; but she would not harbor them 
for a moment—they were too horrible, and so 
utterly at variance with her previous judgment 
of Helena’s character. She felt almost like a 
traitor to her friends from the fact of these sus- 
picions havirg originated in her mind. 

Still she felt greatly disappointed both in 
Helena and Mrs. Stewart, on account of their 
treatment of Hazel; she could not but realize 
that they had been lacking in Christian charity, 
and even in common kindness and sympathy, to 
withhold protection from the fitadioas girl, 
and toturn her from her home, even though 
they believed she had sinned ; it would have 
been far more creditable if they had helped her 
to find a home until the time of her trial, and 
sought to win her to repentance and confession 
by gentleness and kindness, 

She resolved that she would keep Hazel with 
her until the end. She would watch her— 
study her, meanwhile, and she felt reasonably 
sure that she should be able to sift lier thor- 
oughly, and form a correct estimate of her 
character. Efficient counsel should be provided 
for her, and everything possible done to exon- 
ns her from the stigma now resting upon 
her, 

Hazel was given a pretty room overlooking 
the sea, and adjoining the duchess’ own apart- 
ments, and her grace allowed her to make her- 
self useful in many ways. Hazel read to her, 
wrote for her, and filled many an _ hour 
with pleasure by her singing and playing. She 
was very skilful, too, with her needle, and 
wrought several articles of finery to grace the 
duchess’ boudoir. 

But she would not go out, except for a little 
exercise in the seclusion of the grounds ; neither 
would she join the family at meal time, She 
was extremely sensitive regarding the stigma 
resting upon her, and she shrank from meeting 
any one whom she knew or who knew her, 
while 1t was almost impossible for Lord Nelson 
to get even a word with her in her self-imposed 
seclusion. 

How anxiously the day of Hazel's trial was 
awaited, At last it arrived, but through the 
influence of her grace and Lord Nelson, it was 
to be almost a private examination, only those 
ersonally interested, besides the counsel for 
‘both sides and other ofticers of the court, being 
allowed to be present, 

Hazel was very grateful for this. She was 
very calm and collected, too, during her exam- 
ination, and told her story with perfect free- 
dom and frankness, thus not only surprising 

ithe kind friends whe were so interested for her, 


| judgment if they did not. 



























but making a most favorable impression upon 
the court. 

‘“‘The necklace is mine!” she said, firmly, 
unfalteringly, when she was asked why she 
claimed it. ‘‘It is the only birthright that I have 
and some one else must have the one belonging 
to Mrs. Stewart. I know there are two,” she 

ersisted, “‘for with my own fingers I fastened 
rs. Stewart's about her neck, and, not ten 
minutes later, I held my own in my hands.” 

No amount of cross-questioning availed to 
a her vary these statements in any parti- 
cular. 

When asked if there was any one living who 
could prove her assertions, she was obliged to 
confess that there was, but she was silent when 
requested to give the name of that person. This 
she had refused to do from the first, for several 
reasons, although both the duchess and Lord 
Nelson had pleaded with her many times to do 
so. 

Percy was in Paris, studying, and she could 
not bear to call him back. She shrank, too, 
from having people know that she had been 
guilty of deception in connection with him; it 
might make them distrust her more in this 

' case, while, worse than all, she feared he might 
become implicated with her in her great trouble. 

She meant to fight it out alone if she could ; if 

her innocence were not established, she would 

appeal to him asa last resort. 
| 
| 
| 
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Notwithstanding the favorable impression 
that she made upon the court, she could only 
be judged from the evidence presented. This, 
of course. told very much against her, and Lord 
Nelson was almost in despair as he realized 
how the matter must terminate. 

“They will find you guilty,” he said, when 
the court took a recess, his fine face full of 
anxiety. 

‘“*Yes, Miss Gay,” her counsel added; ‘‘I do 
not see how it can be otherwise, since you re- 
fuse to produce the only witness who can save 
you.” 

““Do you think the case so discouraging?” 
she asked, deeply troubled. ‘I have told only 
the truth.” 

‘‘That may be; I am convinced of that my- 
self; but- circumstances are all against you. 
You will not only lose the jewels which you 
value so much, but you will be convicted and 
imprisoned.” 

“Tt cannot be that they will do me such a 
wrong as that,” Hazel replied, with white lips. 


**But my dear,” said the duchess, her heart 
aching for her, ‘‘ They will have to judge you 
according to the evidence ; it would not be just 
Why will you not 
send for this person who, you say, can prove 
your innocence? Is there,” she asked, with 
sudden conviction, ‘‘ anything connected with 
your past life and this person that you desire, 
toconceal? I vegthat you will confide in me, 
my child.” 

Hazel flushed a brilliant scarlet. 

** Yes,” she reluctantly confessed, ‘‘ there is 
something—nothing wrong, and only for the 
sake of some one else.” 

** You must think only of yourself now,” in- 
terposed Lord Nelson, eagerly. ‘*Oh, Hazel,” 
he added, forgetting, in his anxiety, to be 
formal, ‘‘ give me the name of this person and 
let me send for him—or her, whoever it may be. 
We can have the trial postponed for a little if 
you will only consent to save yourself.” 

*“You are sure there 1s no chance for .ae 
she asked, 





otherwise ?” appealing to her 
counsel. 

**T do not see the ghost of one,” he returned. 
‘*The evidence, as every disinterested person 
must admit, is clearly against you.” 

‘*Hazel, tell me—tell me,” pleaded Lord 
Nelson. 

‘“‘T am afraid I shall have to’ 
thoughtfully. 

“Who is it?” 
toward her. 

‘* Doctor Morton,’ 
cast eyes, 

** Doctor Percy Morton?” he demanded, look- 
ing amazed, 

ne 

** What can he possibly know about this mat- 
ter? You never saw him until this summer, 
did you?” - 

‘** Oh, yes.” 

The duchess looked suspicious, and for the 
first time Lord Nelson began to doubt her; for, 
to all appearance, Hazel Gay and Percy Morton 
had met as strangers only a few weeks pre- 
vious. There had been nothing in the manner 
of either ‘o indicate that they had seen each 
other before coming to Brighton. 

“ This seems very strange,” the duchess 
gravely observed. 

Hazel glanced up at her, smiling faintly. 

**Tam afraid I have done wrong,” she said, 
deprecatingly; ‘*but—it was Dr. Morton’s 
= who saved me from that sinking 
vessel. 

Both Lord Nelson and her grace regarded 
her with undisguised astonishment for a mo- 
ment. 

‘Then you and Dr. Morton were brought up 
together?” his lordship at last said, in a con- 
strained voice. 

“Vee 

**My child, why. have you not told this be- 
fore!” questioned the duchess, reproving!y. 
‘“*It would have sayed us a world of trouble 
and anxiety. Why have you deceived us all— 
Mrs. Stewart also wes your relations to 
Dr. Morton—meeting him as a stranger, when, 
all your life, he has been almost a brother to 
you?” 

' Tears rushed to Hazel’s eyes as she caught 
the note of displeasure in the tones of her 
friend, 

**Because—I see now that it was wrong— 
because I was afraid people would think ill of 
him for letting me geo out as a governess, when 
he was perfectly well able to take care of me,” 
she humbly confessed. 

‘“* Well, lam not sure but that I do think ill 
of him for it,” returned the duchess, with pre- 
tended severity, to conceal the intense relief 
she experienced over .the simple explanation 
of what she had feared might greatly compro- 
mise her protege. 

She was fully assured now of the entire inno- 
cence of Hazel, and her admiration was kindled 
anew for the noble spirit of self-sacrifice which 
she had experienced, 

“Oh, pray, do not blame him,” Hazel earnestly 
cried, ‘for the fault is entirely my own. His 
grandfather cared for me as long as he lived, 
and Percy took the burden upon his shoulders 
after his death. But my money—the five thou- 
sand dollars found in the belt around my waist 
—-was all spent on my education ; for they both 
insisted that I should have every advantage, 
and—after that I felt that I could not be a bur. 
den upon him. I had really no claim upon him, 
you know, although we were as you have said 
almost like brother and sister ; and, though he 
wanted to make a home for me after I gradu- 
ated, I—I could not accept it. I had made up 
my mind that it was right I should try to take 
care of myself and I insisted upon being a 
governess; I even engaged myself to Mrs. 
Stewart before telling him, and he was very 
much displeased with me for doing so.” 


The duchess smiled. She, with her womanly 
instinct, could read between the lines arid 
began to conjecture why Hazel had been so 
sensitive about sharing Dr. Morton’s home. 


** When 1 met him here in Brighton, on the 
evening of Miss Stewart's accident,” the young 
girl continued, “I was taken wakively by 
surprise, and “y first thought was, ‘ people 
will blame and despise him if they learn that 


> 


she said, 


he asked, leaning eagerly 


, 


she replied, with down- 


io 


we were brought up together, and that he, with 


plenty of means, would allow me to work for 
my living.” Iknew I could not explain it to 
everybody, it would be very awkward and un- 
comfortable, and so I begged him to let it 
remain a secret and meet me asastranger. At 
first he flatly refused to do as I wished, and 
was very much put out that I should ask such 
a thing; but when I urged it he finally said I 
should have my own way. I have not felt right 
about it for some time and I did not know, 
then, that Percy would spend any time in 
Brighton. I thought he was simply down fora 
day or two and I did not imagine that tnat one 
ac: would result in a continual deception. I 
know it was not right, and I have felt sorry 
over it; but Ican prove all this to you for I 
have all of Percy’s letters, and you shall see 
every one,’ she concluded, turning to the 
duchess with charming frankness, and infinitely 
relieved to have all this mystery regarding 
Percy and herself at an end. 

‘* Dear child, your simple word will always 
be to me sufficient proof of anything,” her grace 
said, deeply touched and her heart entirely at 
rest now regarding the girl’s purity and nobility 
of character. 





CHAPTER XXXI. 
4N UNEXPECTED WITNESS APPEARS AT HAZEL’S 
FINAL TRIAL, 

Hazel’s counsel and Lord Nelson at once took 
measures to have the proceedings of the court 
stayed until the person who, she said, could 
prove her innocence, and whom she had at 
last consented to produce, could be summoned 
as a witness. 

They would not reveal his identity, although 
the prosecuting attorney demanded it, and de- 
clared, upon their refusal, that the request was 
only a trick to gain time; but the judge decided 
that their petition should be granted, and the 
case was therefore adjourned for three weeks, 

We will pass briefly over that time, during 
which Hazel continued to remain with the 
duchess, who now treated her with every mark 
of respect and confidence, and to whom the 
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young girl endeared herself more and more. 

Mrs. Stewart and Helena were highly in- 
censed by the course her grace was pursuing, 
and manifested their displeasure by withdraw- 
ing themselves almost entirely from her so- 
ciety, and forbidding Belle to visit at her house 
while Hazel remained there. 

It was by no means a pleasant sight for Mrs. 
Stewart to witness the attentions which Hazel 
received from both her grace and Lord Nelson 
—-to see her riding daily in their carriage, for 
they insisted that now she should go out with 
them—visiting places of interest, and being 
treated, in every respect, like an honoréd guest. 

It was plain to be seen, too, that Lord Nel- 
son’s heart was yielding its deepest homage to 
her ; that he was oblivious of all other charms 
when in her society, while he never called upon 
the Stewarts now, unless to accompany his 
grandmother, who could not quite give up her 
friends in spite of the fact that she disapproved 
of their treatment of Hazel. 

Hazel wrote immediately to Percy, telling 
him of the trouble she was in, the need of his 
return to prove her innocence, and naming the 
day appointed for another hearing of her case. 
But fcr some reason he did not get her letver 
as soon as he should, and he only arrived the 
day previous to her trial. 

Hazel was in the library when he came, and 
Lord Nelson, who met him at the door, sent 
him, unannounced, directly to her. 

She sprang up with a glad cry at his entrance 
whereupon he took her into his arms and 
kissed her with great tenderness, 

‘* My darling, what trouble you have been in ! 
Why, why did you not telegraph for me at the 
very outset?” he asked, reproachfully. ‘I 
could have settled the matter at once, and it 
need never have come to trial at all.” 

Hazel gently released herself from his em- 
brace, her face like the sky at sunrise, and he, 
strangely sensitive at being even so slightly 
repulsed by her, drew back, chilled and pained, 
believing that she shrank from personal con- 
tact with him. 

A younger and less fearful lover would have 
more correctly interpreted her blushes and 
shyness. 

** Because I could not bear to implicate you 
in any way; I had tied my own hands, in a 
measure, by the deception which I forced upon 
vou in the first place ; then, too, I did not like 
to recall you from your work, while I hoped 
the affair could be settled without troubling 
you,” she answered. 

“Tt seems to me that you were very willing 
to trouble strangers, Hazel, while you debar 
me from doing you the simplest service,” Percy 
returned, with some bitterness. 

Hazel flushed. 

“I suppose you refer to the kindness of the 
duchess and Lord Ne'son,” she said. ‘ They 
have been exceedingly kind, but I never shculd 
have thought of appealing to them; it was by 
the merest accident that Lord Hartwell dis- 
covered my trouble,” and she explained it to 
him. 

*You should have sent for me at once,” 
Percy reiterated, with clouded brow. 

‘IT see that now, and I am sorry I did not,” 


| Hazel answered, humbly, and ready to weep 


for having wounded him so. 

* Well, now that I am here, we will soon 
make it all right,” he responded, confidently. 
*“*T think we can settle the affair without any 
more publicity, and you shall have your neck- 
lace back also.” 

Later he sought Lord Nelson, and together 
they repaired to Crescent Villa to interview 
Mrs. Stewart upon the subject. 

But Percy did not find it so easy to convince 
her of the truth of his statements as he had 
anticipated. 

She firmly believed that the contested neck- 
lace was hers ; it was, at all events, in her pos- 
session, and she did not intend to relinquish it 
without a desperate struggle. 

Besides this, her jealousy and bitterness to- 
ward Hazel had been increased every day, simce 
she had left her and had been so kindly re- 
ceived by the duchess, and she was in no mood 
to yield one inch of ground to her. 

She expressed great surprise upon being told 
that Dr. Morton was the person to whom Hazel 
had referred as able to prove her innocence, 
and looked skeptical when he informed her 
that it was his grandfather, accompanied by 
his assistant and himself, who had rescued her 
and from that time until Hazel went to Madame 





Hawley’s school they had been reared, as 
brother and sister, under the same roof. 

She could not understand, she said, why they 
should have practiced any deception about the 
matter ; why Hazel should not have told the 
fact, and why he should not have acknowledged 
it when he himself came to Brighton. 

All this was explained to her, as it had been 
to others; but she pretended to regard it asa 
suspicious circumstance—perhaps she said it 
was even a trumped-up story to save Hazel 
from disgrace and secure peoperty that did not 
belong to her. She aftirmed, with some vin- 
dictiveness, that even if they would now 
renounce their claim to the necklace, which 
Percy, in a fit of desperation, at last offered to 
do, she should refuse to withdraw the case 
from court. 

Percy and Lord Nelson finally took their 
leave, feeling considerably crest-fallen over the 
utter failure of their plans to settie the affair 
privately ; but they hoped for a favorable ver- 
dict on the morrow, when the jury should hear 
Dr. Morton's story. 


(To be Continued.) 
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A False Alarm. 


A Chicago 7'imes correspondent dropped in 
on us the other day for a brief visit, and after 
showing him our Washington hand-press, six 
varieties of job type and two whole bundles of 
print paper, we took him out for a survey of 
the town. The news had gone abroad that he 
was a Chicago detective, and it was laughable 
to note the effect upon our leading citizens. A 
dozen or more broke for the sage-brush, with- 
out stopping for clean shirts, and so many 
others cut oft their whiskers or donned false 
ones that we walked the whole length of 


Apache avenue without meeting a man we 
could recognize at first glance. 

While there is nothing mean about us, this 
is a feature we are going to work about twice 
a month on this town. It will keep the boys 
unsettled and anxious, and may be the means 
of converting some of them from the error of 
their ways. It’s an awful good feeling to feel 
that you are the only man in a town of 3,000 
people whose liver don’t kick the breath out of 
him every time a stranger comes along and 
takes a second 1lo6k at the bridge of your nose, 
The Kicker. 





Selby—-Doctah, de chile 
swaller ’r pint ob ink. 
P + gee ions yo’ dun ennyding fo’ de relief ob 
im 

Mrs. Selby—I’se dun made ’im eat free sheet 


Mrs, dun gone 


ob blottin’-paper, doctah. Was dat rite ?— 


N. Y. Life. 








Who Said It Was? 


Two Joneses ltived next door to each other, 
and having to call on one of them, Brown of 
course went to the wrong house. 

A crabbed servant answered the bell, and on 
Brown asking, ‘Is this Mr. John Jones’ ?” she 
replied snappishly, as if she had been bothered 
with many such inquiries, ‘ No, it ain’t,” and 
slammed the door in his face. ° 

Brown walked on a hundred yards or so, 
when a bright thought struck him. He re- 
turned at once and rang the same bell again. 
Again the crabbed servant appeared. 

‘** Who said it was?” asked Brown, triumph- 
antly, and instantly walked away. 


nd 


To the Point. 


A boy sat in one of the small rooms of the 
Dufferin school on a wet day last week, trying 
to get his arithmetic lesson. His appearance 
was woe-begone in the extreme, and a teacher 
who knew him scrapes as she was passing. 

‘Why, Frank,” she said, in a tone of sym- 
pathy, ‘‘how Coes it happen that you are in 
here?) What are you doing?” 

‘* Mildewing,” answered the boy, with a dis- 
gusted look at his damp surroundings. 








Worse and Worse. 


*“Araminta, do you know I saw Richelieu 
come out of a saloon last evening?” queried 
Mehitable. 

‘No! it can’t be—-you’re not in earnest ?” 

‘*Indeed Iam;” then smilingly, ‘‘ but it was 
an oyster saloon!” 

‘*Great heavens! and here I’ve been at home 
alone every evening this week!” 

And that’s what made Mehitable smile ma- 
liciously. 





Marriage a Success. 


‘* How do you do, dear Mrs. Jones?” 

‘““Mrs. Smith-Brown, if you please. I have 
been married twice since I saw you, but I use 
my second last husband’s name as a prefix.” 

A week later—‘‘ Dear Mrs. Smith-Brown.” 

‘“*Excuse me, Brown-White. I believe in 
progressive marriage. I will send you cards to 
my wedding reunion. Good-bye, dear.” 

ae?) 
Too Airy. 

Teacher—Johnnie, please name the months. 

“Januairy, Febuairy, Marchuairy, Aprile 
Foo——” 

**Sit down there ! 
not to that extent. 





March is rather airy, but 
Next.” 
oe 


Made His Brain Whirl. 
Wiggins—You are looking quite pale, Algy ; 
don’t you feel well? 
Baboony—Naw; I had to leave me dinner 
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Hive oclock 





just now. Left-handed man sat opposite me, 
ye know, and baw Jove! I believe this mon- 
staw’s motions have half mesmerized me.” 


ES 





A Festive Day. 


“‘I suppose you always get plenty to eat 
around Thanksgiving?” said the minister. 

** You bet I do,” replied the tramp. 

‘And you are thankful to the Almighty for 
his goodness to you?” 

“Naw; Thanksgivings can’t hold a candle 
to election day. You have to beg things now, 
then the politicians just chucked it at you.” 





Erratic Briefs, 


A dead level—A Kansas graveyard. 

The cracksman’s invective—Blast it ! 

Put up for a blind—A window shutter. 

Motto for a cooper—Hoop it tub. 

Comes up to the scratch—The unpopular can- 
didate. 

A stern necessity—A boat tiller. 

A paste pot—Sham diamonds staked at poker, 

Consumption’s early stage—a hack. 

The prize-fighter lives a sort of duel existence. 

A sign-writer—The stenographer. 

The snow line—It crosses the sidewalk at the 
division fence. 

The dog-star—The bloodhound introduced in 
Uncle Tom’s Cabin. 


—~— -— 


A Great Truth. 


Poet—You must excuse my chirography, for 
I am suffering so with writer's cramp that my 
hand is Jame. 

Editor—Yes, and your poetry sounds as 
though it had rheumatism in the feet. 


BABY CUPS 








BABY PINS 
BABY RINGS 
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BABY BRACELETS 








| Presents of All Sorts for All Sorts 


of People 





RYRIE BROS. 


JEWELERS 


113 Yonge Street 


CHERRY MANTELS, 
MAHOGANY MANTELS, 
WALNUT MANTELS, 
OAK MANTELS. 


The Best Houses in Toronto fitted up with 


MILLICHAMP’S MANTELS 


SHOWROOMS: 


31 Adelaide Street East, City. 


DUNNS 
BAKING 
POWDER 


THE COOK'S BEST FRIEND 
J. YOUNG 


LEADING UNDERTAKER 


3847 Yonge Street, Toronto. 
TELEPHONE 679. 
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SHOW FOR 


S TRADE 
Tea Ikettles 


BANQUET LAMPS, PIANO LAMPS 


CASES OF 


Suitable for Wedding 


HARRY A. 


CUTLERY 


and Xmas Preserts 


COLLINS 


90 YONGE STREET 





The Manufcturers’ Life Insurance Company 


THE MANUFACTURERS’ ACCIDENT INSURANCE COMPANY 


Are two separate and distinct Comp 


anies with full Government Deposit. 


The Authorized Capital and other Assets are respectively $2,000,000 and $1,000,000 


PRESIDENT : 


Vick-PRESIDENTts: GEORGE GOODERHAM, 





Rr. Hon. Str JOHN A. MACDONALD, P. C., G. C. B. 


Es@., PRESIDEN’ OF THE BANK OF TORONTO, 


WILLIAM BELL, Esqa., MANUFACTURER, GUELPH. 


H. J. HILL, SEcRETARY OF THE I 
EDGAR A. WILLIS, SEcRETARY 


AUDITORS : 


NDUSTRIAL EXHIBITION ASSOCIATION, TORONTO, 
BoarRD OF TRADE, TORONTO, 


J. B, CARLILE, Managine Director, Toronto, ONT. 


POLICIES 
CHASED AND ANN 


PIONEERS OF LIBERAI 


ISSUED ON ALL THE APPROVED PLANS. 


LIFE POLICIES PUR- 
UITIES GRANTED. 


« ACCIDENT POLICIES ! 


Issues Policies of all kinds at moderate rates. Policies covering Employers’ Liability for 
Accidents to their workmen, under the Workmen’s Compensation for Injuries’ Act, 1886, 
Best and most liberal form of Workmen’s Accident Policies, Premium payable by easy 


instalments, which meets a long-felt want 


AGENTS WANTED IN UNREPRESENTED DISTRICTS. 
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Sketches in a Court House, Upper Canada. 


WISHING ALL 





We give several interesting sketches, reproduced from a copy of the Illustrated London 
News, of the year 1855. The sketches are accompanied by the following letter-press, which can- 
not fail to be of interest to the people.of Ontario, old or young : 


The Division or County Courts were established some few years ago, for the trial of civil 
causes in which the amounts at issue do not exceed the sum of £25. They are presided aver by 
a barrister, who is also chairman of the Quarter Sessions, and generally termed Judge; and 
who makes the circuit of the different townships, in which the courts are*held about once 
in every two months. ‘These courts have been found very successful in preventing the ill 
effects of litigation among the poorer settlers, as the cases are decided in a manner purely 
patriarchal: The judge hears the evidence on both sides of the question, and gives his judg- 
ment accordingly ; and as this decision is guided more by justice than by the strict letter of the 
law, and the cost is very trifling, the parties generally return to their homes perfectly satisfied. 


AND 


New Year 
Iam most respectfully yours, 


GEO. W. SHAVER 


244 Yonge and 2 Louisa Sts, 


49 King Street East, Toronto 


ARRIVED THIS DAY 


A LOT OF 


DOULTON’S CELEBRATED 


FINEST IN THE WORLD 


GLOVER HARRISON ESTATE 


SOLE AGENTS FOR TORONTO. 


« _ a 
. EXTERIOR OF COURT HOUSE. F R N T R F 
A short time ago I accompanied a young barrister, who was about to plead a cause before U U 


one of these courts, in one of the remotest parts of the county of Simcoe. We set off one fine 
afcernoon in a one-horse vehicle, technically termed a ‘‘ buggy,” and reached that evening a OUR 
small hotel in the flourishing village of Keenansville, about fiye-and-twenty miles from the 


shores of Lake Simcoe, which said village consisted of a saw-mill, two log houses, a tavern and SOLID WALNUT BEDROOM SUITE 


a store. Our host, a comical Irishman, who prided himself on being the founder of the village, a 
$28.00 


after supplying us with a capital supper, provided us with beds, evidently intended for short 
IS ACKNOWLEDGED TO BE THE 


people, causing us to coil up in a manner by no means agreeable. Next morning we set off, 


through a beautiful and tolerably well cleared country, for the court—a distance of about nine 
EVER OFFERED | 


miles, over a road quite rough enough to sharpen our appetites sufficiently to enable us to 
* 
Davies Brothers 


enjoy a second breakfast with the judge, who had slept the night before at the house of the 
218 Yonge St., cor. Wilton Ave. 


For one month only we will allow 15 per cent. discount 
on all but above. 


JAMES PAPE 
FLORAL ARTIST 


78 Yonge Street, Toronto 


Specialities for Weddings and Evening Parties. Funeral 
Designs on the Shortest Notice. 


Telephone 1461. Conservatories, 167 Carlaw 
Av., Queen St. East, 


= = HOLLY AND 
ChRiSTMAS 
TREES 
H. SLIGHT 
| The Leading Flor'st (Telephone 3230) 4 7 Yenge St. 











XMAS 1888 


RRUSSELL'S XMAS SALES AT 9 
King Street West have com- 
_— . con —_— menced, and will continue to the 
ee a ee end of the year without abatement. 
Watches, Jewelry, Clocks, § Iver- 
ware, Cutlery, &c., &c., in great 
variety and at your own price. 





clerk of the court, Mr. M’Manus, who rejoices in the pcssession of a capital farm and a portly 
and most hospitable wife. He had shortly before moved from the log shanty (shown in the 
sketch) in whieh the court was held, and in which he had lived since he first located himself in 
the woods with his axe some five-and-twenty years ago, toa substantial brick house, the pride 
of Mrs. M’Manus’ heart. After breakfast we adjourned to the court-house, which was already 
filled with a crowd of plaintiffs, defendants, witnesses, and spectators. The apartment in = 
which the court was held had been the principal room in the old house, and had been divided ee 
along one side by a strong wooden bar to keep the crowd at a respectful distance from the judge 
and the bar. After several small cases had been satisfactorily disposed of, the one in which my 
learned friend had been retained came on, and, as the amount at stake was considerable, the 
judge availed himself of the power which he possesses of summoning a jury of five to take the 
responsibility of the decision off his shoulders. 








SUPERFLUOUS HAIR 


LADIES 


My method is meeting with great suc- 
cess from those who have received treat- | 
ment. I guarantee a permanent removal, 
and can refer you to leading physicians 
and ladies that have peenbeal treatment. 
~ Inquiries may be made by post. 

a six cent stamp. 
Note the address: Madame Boudoir, 603 King St. 
West, Toronto. 





Enclose 





A Liberal Education 


NEWSPAPERS AND MAGAZINES 
FOR 1888-89 


Special arrangements with the pub- 
lishers enable us to offer THE TO- 
RONTO SATURDAY NIGHT, $2.00 
a year, with leading magazines and 
newspapers at the following low 
rates for one year, postage prepaid: 


| 











A Very Merry Christmas 


A Happy and Prosperous | 


China Hall 


FILTER S Hatters and Furriers 


Large 


150 “ se “ 


2 AND 
5 \ BEAUTIFYING BAZAAR 


2M 


Dorenwends Paris Hair Works 







Is the Leading House for fine 


~/ HAIR GOODS, ETC. 


- \ Full lines of 
Ladies’ Frontpieces, Bangs, Waves, Switc‘es, 
Wigs, Etc., Gents’ Wigs, Toupees, Eto. 

Complete stock of Hair Ornaments of every description. 
Theatrical Goods, Make Ups, etc. Private Parlors for Ladies’ 


Hair Dressing for Balls, Parties, Theaters, etc. ‘‘ Electro- 
lysis” our sure cure for superfluous hair. 


A. DOREN WEND 
Paris Hair Works and Beautifying Bazaar, 


In Toronto. 


103 and 105 Yonge Street. 





THE LEADING 


10| YONGE ST., TORONTO. | 


SS Ss 


A. A. ALEXANDER 
4660 West Queen St., cor. Denison Ave, 


HIGH GRADE FURS 


Ladies’ Fur Garments, Newmarkets, Mantles, Dolman- 
ettes and Short Jackets, in South Sea Seal, Otter, Beaver, 
Persian Lamb, Mink, &c., Bear, Lynx, Oppssum. Sable 
and Fox Boas and Muffs. 

Exclusive right for the West End to sell the Queen’s Own 
Cap, which we have in stock in South Sea Seal, Otter, 
Beaver, l’ersian Lamb and Astracan. 





Call and Inspect Our Fur Show Rooms 


466 QUEEN STREET, COR. DENISON AVE 
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The 
know. 
What ? 


Those new Scarfs just 
from London. 


“The Lothbury” 
“The Fitzroy” 


A fine assortment of the above 
new Puff Scarfs now in stock. 


Wheaton & Co. 


17 KING 8T. WEST, COR. JORDAN 
Giving up Business 


The Largest Stock of Jewelry, Dia- 

monds, Watches, Electroplates, China 

and Fancy Goods in the ‘Dominion ta 
be dispoged of by 


PUBLIC AUCTION 


C. & J. ALLEN 


29 King Street West 


Have concluded to retire from business, and will sell the 
whole of their immense stock, so well and favorably known, 


By Auction each day at 2 p.m. and 8 p.m. 
Private Sales Every Morning 


Commencing Monday, Nov. 5 


And continuing until the whole stock is disposed of. Anti- 
cipate your Christwas and other wants. An opportunity 
of this kind is rarely offered. Purchasers can have goods: 
held for them for one month by depositing 25 per cent. of 
amount of purchase. Every comfort provided for ladies at. 
tending our sales. 


Remember the date, Monday November 5. 


C. & J. ALLEN 


JOHN FLETCHER 
IRON AND STEEL WORK 


Roofs, Girders, Beams, Stairs, Columns, and al 
kinds of Iron Werk for Bui'ding Purpose 


OFFICE : 
STREET, TORONTO 














530 YONGE 
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>< MORISON’S —<“ 
Great Christmas Sale 


and Choice Assortment 


of Handkerchiefs. 


In Linen, Cambric and Silk at half price, for the holidays. 


in the trade. 


500 doz. Ladies’ Fine Lawn Handkerchiefs, 50c. and 75c., just half price. 
Hem-Stitch and Embroidered Handkerchiefs, $1 to $2, just half price 
Another lot of PURE PONGEE SILK Handkerchiefs at 15c. or three for 40c. Greatest drive 





y're so English, you 


With 
Papert Se FANCY PLUSH CASES 
Price Night. 
scrib ‘a Magazine ..... . 83.00 $4.50 . , . Ct ay : 
eer Literature of ast ng interest.” Ladies’ Companions, Needle Cases, Cuff, Collar, Giove and Jewelry Cases in ine atest designs 
Marpers ee. oes 4.00 5.10 
The oldest IL:ustrated Magazine. . 
oe ee: — = 500 Beautiful, Washable and Unbreakable DOLLS 
“In the front rank” 
Lippincott’s Magazine....... 3.00 4.10 At 20c., half price. 
** King of the Monthlies.” ‘iin en 
THE JURY DELIBERATING. Harper's Weekly... Y hs 3 : 
N Journal of Ciailzation.” ‘ot Great Drives in Dress Goods 
i : ; Harper's Bazaar............ i e 
The jury having stowed themselves in a corner of the room, the plaintiff, an artful fellow, Dc titan’ and t havetare, : wea 
commenced pleading his own cause ; and after cross examination of witnesses and a little per- Sarper’s Youn eee ks ee 2.00 3.60 1,000 pee er - —— aa a = ake ee “ 
jury, my friend replied in a most powerful speech, demolishing his adversary in a manner | ge Nieholas............ a iaeeeeves 3.00 4.60 Note— Bo eae hn _ eng . 175. 
which established his fame in that region, as a lawyer and orator. When the case was closed, A world-renowned Magazine. Se e ; 
a difficulty presented itself in the fact of there being no room to which the jury could retire to Subscriptions may begin at any time. Re- . - . és kets Wra S and 
consult upon their verdict. The judge, however, soon arranged this by telling the jury to! jittance may be by Post Office Order or Re- Big Reductions in ~.Mantles, Jac ’ p 


betake themselves to some quiet spot out of doors, and charging them on their honor not to 
speak to any one until their return, The jury accordingly went out; and, after looking about 
them, they with one consent and wonderful foresight and sagacity betook themselves to the 
orchard, and squatted down under an apple-tree to combine mastication with argument. In 
about the time required to eat half a dozen apples a-piece, and to cram their pockets, they 
returned, and, as was fully expected, gave a verdict for the defendant ; the crest-fallen plaintiff 
applying for a new trial, and vowing the next time he would not be beaten for want of a 


lawyer. 


ORION RY 


gistered Letter. 
Other Magazines and Periodicals will be 
added from time to time. 


THE SHEPPARD PUBLISHING CO. HS. MORISON &CO 
he ah 


_. (LIMITFD) 
9 Adelaide St. West, Toronto. 218 YONGE STREET, COR. ALBERT 


Ulisters, also Plush and Sealette Jackets 
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Society. 


(Continued from Paae One.) 





‘was accompanied by her brother, Mr. G. Roden 
Kingsmill, appeare¢. to take a great‘interest in 
the performance, and looked very pretty in 


dark green with cream trimmings. 
* 


Mr. Charles Ardagh of Barrie was in town 
spending the Christmas holidays with his 


cousin, Mr. C, A. Gifford. 


Mayor Clarke’s residence on Harbord street 
mot being central enough, he and Mrs, Clarke 
have decided to receive their friends at the 
Mayor's office on New Yeat’s Day. It is a good 
‘idea, and many will doubtless call upon him and 
this pleasant wife at the City Hall, who perhaps 


would not otherwise. It is a very thoughtful 
proposal and will prove a popular departure. 
* 


Mrs. Nina Dobbin of Montreal has been the 
sguest of Miss Livingstone of Ontario street, 


for the past week. 
* 


Mr. A. F. Pirie of Montreal spent his Christ- 


mas in Toronto, 








Personal. 





Mr. A. E. Curren, who is taking a course of 


-voice culture in New York, is spending his holi- 
days with friends here. 

Mrs. S. H. Bower of Brandon, Man., is visit- 
ing her friends at 180 College street, and pur- 
poses spending a few weeks with her relatives 
in Eastern Ontario. 

Mr. W. Riley, lately on the staff of the Not- 
tingham (Eng.) Daily Express, who recently 
came to Canada with Mr. Millman of Wood- 
-stock, is now residing in Toronto. 

The Melnotte Amateur Dramatic Club will 
play the three-act drama Madelaine in Victoria 
Hall on the evening of the llth of January, 
‘The proceeds are for the benefit of the Hospital 
for Sick Children. 

Mr. Ernest E. Thompson of New York, the 
well known animal painter and illustrator, is 
in Toronto visiting his numerous friends and 
relatives. While here he will be engaged in 
illustrating Prof. Ramsay Wright's new work. 


Mr. Gus A. Kerker, the writer of the 
‘music for the Pearl of Pekin, and Mr, Walter 
Collier, the manager of the company, managed 
‘to pass a very pleasant and satisfactory visit 
here last week, and made many warm friends 
during their stay. . 

Mrs. Lydia Leavitt has returned to Toronto 
after a tour around the world. Mrs, Leavitt 
left San Francisco for Australia, where she 
remained some,time. After leaving Australia 
she went to Naples, Rome, Florence, Milan, 
across the Alps to Paris, from there to London, 
arriving in Toronto on Christmas. Mrs, Leavitt 
will publish a book of travels. She is at pres- 
ent stopping with her sister, Mrs. J. A. Young, 
501 Spadina avenue. 

A popular concert of great interest will be 
given on the evening of New Year's Day, when 
the following artists will take part: Miss Eva 
Hanson, pupil of Signor Luigi Caracciolo and 
gold medalist Royal Irish Academy of Music, 
Dublin; Mi-+s F. Hanson, pianiste; Canada’s 
lady whi-tler, Mr. Sims Richards, Mr. J. Fax, 
Mr. W. E. Ramsay and Claxton’s Orchestra, 
The concert will be popular in every sense, as 
the admission is twenty-five cents. Seats can 
be reserved free of charge at Claxton’s music 
store. Such an array of talent should ensure a 
crowded audience. 

An entertainment, starred with the promise 
of very superior talent, will be given in the 
hall of St. Michael’s College on Thursday even- 
ing next, January 3, 1889. The commendable 
purpose of the concert—in aid of the Sunny- 
side Orphanage, conducted by the Sisters of 
St. Joseph—should in itself insure a crowded 
house. At this blessed season of the year, 
‘Charity is the frankincense of Christian hearts, 
and the good work that is being done by the 
self-sacrificing Sisters of St. Joseph is of the 
noblest type of Charity. The promoters of the 
concert have secured the services of Messrs. 
Schuch and Warde, Mde. Strauss, Miss Lizzie 
Higgins, Mrs. Goff and Mr. T, O’Hagan, M.A., 
the elocutionist. 

A really distinct addition to Canadian litera- 
‘ture has been made,by Mr. T. A. Gregg, the 
editor of the Evening News, in his lengthy and 
admirably sustained poem, Caroline, a tale of 
French Canada, which appeared on the third 
page of the News last Monday. Lack of space 
-compels me to decline a more extended notice 
at present. However, at a near date in the 
future I intend reviewing it more fully. In the 
meantime I only voice the sentiments of many 
whom I have spoken to on the subject when I 
express my regret that the author has sacri- 
ficed his own interests in his loyalty to the 
News. This poem should have been published 
iin the “‘ribbon series” and put on the market 
before Christmas, I for one should have de- 
sired no more pleasing and enjoyable ‘‘ remem- 
‘rauce” during this season of gift-making. 


——————_ + e —__——_ 


Out of Town, 


BRANTFORD, 


There is so little socially to chronicle in 
(Brantford at present that it hardly seems 
worth writing about. However, there is seri- 
-ous talk of the gentlemen giving a ball, which 
is at least something to look forward to and 
keep our spirits up during this very unchrist- 
maslike weather. All Christmas Day the rain 
-drearily fell, and at the hour for church service 
it came down heavily, but despite the bad 
weather the attendance at the various churches 
was very good. The two Episcopal churches, 
Grace Church and St. Jude's, were beautifully 
and appropriately decorated, The singing of 
the surpliced choir of the former church was 
unusually good. 

Miss Emily Curtis arrived home from Cobour, 
to spend the Christmas holidays at the parent 
‘home, 

Mr. Herbert Morton spent Christmas day in 
town. 

Mr. and Mrs. Geo. H. Wilkes and family are 
iin Toronto spending the Christmas holidays 
with their friends there. 

Mrs. John H. Stratford and Miss Harris went 
to Toronto on Mouaday and will remain there 
for New Year's day. 

Mr. N. Grasett of the Commercial Bank has 
been moved to Ayr to the great regret of his 
many Brantford friends, 

Mrs, Allan of Ann Arbor and Miss Marion 
and Mr, Frank Allan are here on a visit to Mr. 
KE. L. and the Misses Goold. 

Miss E, Pauline Johnson has been suffering 








with a severe attack of neuralgia, but is now 
recovering. 

Mr. and Mrs. Agnew of Montreal are visiting 
Mrs. Agnew’s mother, Mrs. C. H. Waterous. 

Miss Wasdell of Burlington is visiting Mrs. 
A. Lemmon, 

Mr. Harry Yates is home from Montreal for 
a short visit. 


BARRIE. 


At the bachelors’ ball next Wednesday even- 
ing, January 2, the elite of Barrie and of 
several other places will no doubt be tripping 
the light fantastic in the Town Hall. The 
cards of invitation have ail been out a week, 
and the hon. secretary, Mr. F. H. Lauder, has 
informed me that the acceptances are many 
and the regrets are few. It is indeed pleasing 
to hear this. Barrie balls heretofore have al- 
ways been a success, but from the elaborate ar- 
rangements already made this ball bids fair to 
eclipse all former attempts. The bachelors of 
Barrie are working hard, and the hall will no 
doubt look its prettiest after the decoration 
committee, guided by Messrs. F. 5S. Baker, E. 
A. Mitchell and W. D. B. Spry, have finished 
the decorations. Mr. Baker has several designs 
for the decorations which are said to be ex- 
quisite. 

I hope to be able to make a full report on this 
pleasing affair, which will, no doubt, be the 
event of the season. Owing to the ball being 
on Wednesday my report cannot appear until 
the week following that of the ball. Corlett 
and Scott’s orchestra has been secured, and the 
music no doubt will be good, 

Mr. Daniel Spry has been rather seriously 
indisposed of late, being confined to his house 
for a couple of days, but is now going around 
almost recovered. 

The following ladies and gentlemen spent 
Christmas in Toronto: Mr. and Mrs. Byron, Mr. 
R. Nicholson, Major and Mrs. Rogers, Dr. and 
Mrs. Weils, Mr. and Mrs. J. A. Strathy, Mr. 
G. H. Esten, Mr. D. McGregor. 

Mr. E. A. Mitchell spent Christmas in 
Hamilton. : 

Mr. J. F. Wray spent his Christmas holidays 
in town renewing old acquaintances. 

Mr. Wray was the guest of Mrs. D. Spry 
while in town. 

Mr. and Mrs. R. L. Barwick are visiting Mrs. 
J. R. Cotter at Rock Forest, having just re- 
turned from Montreal. 

; Mr. T, R. Ferguson spent his holidays out of 
own, 

Mr. and Mrs. Nelles of Woodstock are visit- 
“ Mrs. E. P. Nelles. 

he usual Christmas services were held in 
several churches of our town, Trinity Church 
looked very pretty under its evergreen and 
flowers. 

I will endeavor to report on Mrs, Andros’ 
party, which was held on Thursday evening, 
next week. . 

Mrs, Samuel Lount held a small At Home on 
Wednesday evening of last week. The even- 
ing was spent in a very pleasant manuer. 

VERITAS, 


+e 


Afternoon Receptions. 


The distinguished difference between morn- 
ing (or business) and afternoon dress lies mainly 
in the delicacy of the accompaniments to the 
garments worn rather than in any radical dif- 
ference in the clothes that a man of taste dons 
in the afternoon. A lady not so many years 
ago wrote that she found to her surprise that 
the most expensive clothes, the most absolute 
compliance with the cut and shape in vogue, 
was not enough when she began to go into 
Toronto society. There must be added, style; 
and herein lies the difference between the man 
of taste and the man who conventionally 
follows merely the prevailing novelties. The 
man of taste will go home after bank hours, 
and in preparing himself for an afternoon 
reception will change his clothes from boots to 
hat. He will put on this season’s pantaloons 
not too dark in color. The coat must be of 
dark cloth, the plain, rough Saxony or Vienna 
cloth, or one of the new wide wale diagonals, 
a cutaway, with three or four buttons, cut 
rather low in the neck, with vest cut as low, 
allowing ample space for the knot of a four-in- 
hand scarf. 

He may, if he prefers it, wear a double- 
breasted Prince Albert. It is proper enough, 
and forelderly gentlemen is quite the vogue, 
But the cutaway coat has, during the past two 
years, nearly driven out the Prince Albert for 
all occasions where it was formerly worn. 
Having had several inquiries in reference to 
what should be worn on these occasions I have 
much pleasure in presenting these few ideas to 
my patrons. Henry A, Taylor, the fashionable 
West End tailor, No, 1 Rossin House Block, 
Toronto. 
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A Novelty for Young Ladies. 
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Production of the Atradome, 71 and 73 King 
Street East. Designs, estimates and measure- 
ment guides sent every where on application, 


Miss Alexander’s Readings. 

Miss Jessie Alexander, the well-known 
reader and elocutionist, announces an even- 
ing at Association Hall, on January 3, 
under the auspices of the Y. M. C. A. This 
will be Miss Alexander's first appearance in 
public for some time, and those who have 
heard her recently are unanimous in the opin- 
ion that she has improved marvelously. since 
her many admirers last had an opportunity of 
seeing her upon the public platform. Miss 
Alexander is well known as a reader of more 
than ordinary attainments, and the perform- 
ance is sure of attracting a very large audi- 
ence, 








How to Obtain Sunbeams. 


Every one should have them. Have what? 
Stanton’s Sunbeam Photographs $1 per dozen. 
ee southwest corner Yonge and Adelaide 
streets. 





It Makes a Difference, 


“My detective caught a woman stealing 
goods in the store this morning, Capias,” said 
Threads; “ now what kind of a charge shall I 
make against her?” 

“Well, that depends,” returns the cautious 
lawyer ; ‘‘ how was she dressed ?” 








What Papa Overheard. 


Evangeline (just after the Yes)—But you 
haven’t told me a word-about your profession, 
Hector. 

Hector—I'm a Promoter, my dear, and you've 
just helped me organize the company. Your 
father shall be the president, and you the 
manager. 

Evangelire—But where do you come in? 

Hector—Oh, I’ll be the receiver. 





GRAND OPENING 


OF THE 





HURON STREET 


Fancy Dress Skating Carnival 


Under the immediate patronage of the 


Goverc.or-General and Lady Stanley 


THURSDAY EVENING, JAN. 3, '89 


Tickets can be obtained from the Committee—Messrs. 
Geo. Dunstan, R. H. Fox, H E Boulton, W. Crooks, A. J. 
Hollyer, R. R_ Lockhart, E. C Rutherford, C. E. Maddison, 
Julius Miles, L. L. McMurry, A. R. Capreol, G. M. White, 
W. D. Hart, or at the Rink. 

General Admission - - 50c. 
Skaters, Gentlemen - 25¢. 
Skaters, Ladies - - - Free 

Those intending to appear in Costume must send Name 


aes to G. Montagu-White, Hon. Secretary, at the 
Club. 


Covered Rink only reserved for those in Costume. Sea- 
son Tickets cancelled for the occasion. 


GrandOpera House 


NEW YEAR'S WEEK 
Commencing Monday, Dee. 31 


MATiNEES 
NEW YEAR’S DAY AND SATURDAY 


THE TALENTED ACTOR 


ROBERT 


MANTELL 


Under the management of Augustus Pitou, in the pro- 
nounced success of the past season, D’Ennery’s beautiful 
romantic drama 


MON BARS 


Adapted from the French by Louis Nathal. Presented 
with all the handsome Sceners, Costumes, Furniture 
and Draperies that characterized its late New York City 


roduction. 
_——""" A GREAT CAST 


The company supporting Mr. Mantell includes many 
artists of high reputation in tha dramatic world, and a 


PERFECT PERFORMANCE 


Is assured of this interesting drama. 
Seats are now selling for the entire week. 





Jacobs & Shaw's Opera House 
Commencing Monday, Dee. 31 





Matinces Tuesday (New Year's), Wednesday 
and Saturday 





Bartley Campbell's Grand Spectacular Melo-drama 


THE 


WHITE SLAVE} 


A Marvelous Production, interpreted by a company of 


DRAMATIC CELEBRITIES 


A Carload of Magnificent and Costly Scenery, Mechanical 
Effects and Properties. 





SEE THE 


Great Rain Storm of Real Water 
ELOCUTION 
Miss Jessie Alexander, B. E. 


Has much pleasure in announcing a 


RECITAL 


DRAMATIC AND HUMOROUS 
Under the auspices of the Y. M. C. A., in 


Association Hall, Thursday, Jan. 3 


Tickets 250. and 50c., reserved at Nordheimer’s. 
Having spent the last five months in New York reviewing 
the methods of some ef the most successful teachers of 
elocution in America, Miss Alexander now resumes teaching 
at her residence, 60 BRUNSWICK AVE. 


RESIDENCE FOR SALE 


A beautiful little home on Grenville Street, ten rooms— 
Drawing-room, Dining-room, Smoking-room and Library, 
two Kitchens, four Bedrooms, elegant Bathroom ; superior 
plumbing ; drain perfect ; lot 45 feet fron ; situate 
26 and 27 Grenville Street. Apply to S. DAVISON, 14 
Colborne Street. 














266 
Telephone No. 277 


Yonge Street 


Is superior to all others in point of Ease, Rapidity, and 
Precision of Action, Uniformity of Tension and Perfection 
of Seam, Simplicity and Durability, Elegance of Design, 
No. 9 Excellence of Workmanship, Form and Quality of Cabinet 
Work, and general attractiveness of appearance. 


WHEELER & WILSON MANURACTURING C0, 


TORONTO 


FOR A SUITABLE AND HANDSOME 


Xmas or New Year's Gift 


BUY A 


Wheeler & Wilson 


NEW HIGH-ARM 














JOHN KAY,SON & CO. 
“LIBERTY” ART FABRICS 


Having secured the agency of Canada for the celebrated LIBERTY 


VICTORIA SKATING RINK GOODS, we beg to state that we have now got in stock an assortment ot 
“Liberty Chintzes ” 


“Liberty Muslins ° | 
“Liberty Silks and Silk Curtains ” 


None Genuine Without Name and Trade 
Mark 


JOHN KAY, SON & CO. 


84 KING S* REET WEST, TORONTO 





SHAFTESBURY HALL 


Grrand New Year's Goncert 


TUESDAY, JANUARY 1 


MISS EVA HANSON, Mezz>-Soprano 
(Gold Medalist Royal Irish Academy) 


MISS F. HANSON, Pianiste 
Carada’s Lacy Whistler 





MISS MaY McCORMACK, Whitby ; 


SIMS RICHARDS, Tenor, J. FAX 
W. E. RAMSAY, CLAXTION'S ORCHESTRA 


ADMISSION 25 CENTS 
Seats can be reserved at Claxton’s Music Stores 197 Yonge 
street and 63 King street west without extra charge. Doors 
oper at 7:30 p.m. ; commence at 8 o'clock. 


Handsome Building Lot for Exchange 


One of the sightliest building lots in Toronto, situated on 
north side Gloucester street, just west of Church street, 
60 ft. by 140 ft. to lane, covered with immense shade and 
fruit trees, exactiy the place fora home. Will sell or ex- 
change it for prcductive propertv. Those having an old- 


fashioned house ond desiri: g to build will find this anex- | 


EXCHANGE, 


cellent opportunity. Address , 
Saturpay Nicurt Office. 


LADIES’ DRESS SLIPPERS 


Bronze, Patent Leather 
French Kid and Imperial Kid 


In the newest and most pleasing 
designs. Also 


FRENCH SATIN SLIPPERS 


In Colors. 








0 All New & Stylish 


79 King Street East, Toronto 


H. & 0. Blatchford ES 


NEW, ELEGANT AND POPULAR 


American Boots and Shoes 


AND 


EVENING SLIPPERS 


In all Varieties, Sizes 
and Widths now on 
hand. 
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Will be in condition in about 60 days 


[aye] pjor ano doy yo yo0ry 


L cavnaidion fleece he boille uyprrigh [for 
sometane before wsng ana 
QQPOUR OUT WITHOUT SHAKING J 


OKEEFEHE & CO. 
Brewers, Maltsters & Bottlers 
SPECIALTIES—Warranted equal to best brewed in any 
country. ENGLISH HOPPED ALES in wood and 
bottles. KXX STOUT in wood and bottle. PILSENER 
LAGER, 















‘SERVANTS’ LIVERIES. 


P. Jamieson, the Clo‘hier, is the 
only merchant in Toronto making a 
| specialty of Servants’ Liveries. Our 
— show nearly every style of 
| Livery worn in Europe and America. 
| The garments are made in the best 
| styles of the best material and are 
| guaranteed to fit. 

Jamieson’s prices are always right. 
Correspondence from those living 
out of the city promptly attended to. 
| Notice our illustrations. Different 
| styles every week. 


P. JAMIESON, 
THE CLOTHIER 
Cor. Yonge & Queen Sts. 


S89 St. Andrew's Ward 1889 


er VOTE AND INFLUENCE 











ARE RESPECTFULLY SOLICITED FOR 


JE 
VERRAL 


As Alderman for 1889. 


St. Patrick’s Ward. 


YOUR VOTE AND INFLUENCE 


' Rlection Takes Place Monday, Jan. 7 


ARE RESPECTFULLY SOLICITED FOR 


MILES VOKES 


| As Alderman for 1889 
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XMAS PRESENTS 


TO GIVE AWAY 


Rattan Chairs and Tables 
Mahogany and Rosewood Tables 
Brass Tables and Piano Lamps 
Music Cabinets 
Parlor Cabinets 
Bamboo Easels and Screens 
Oak, Cherry and Mahogany 
Rockers and Arm Chairs 


Ladies’ Secretaries 
Oak, Cherry and Walnut 


Upholstered Goods to Order 


My stock is well assorted and complete. Come and see 
my new store and get my prices. 
All goods are sold under guarantee and only one price is 


asked. Strictly reliable. 
SHOWING NO TROUBLE 


R. F. PIEPER 


436 YONGE STREET, OPPOSITE CARLTON STREET 





REMOVING 
TO BARRIE# 


GREAT CUT IN PRICES | 


To Clear Out the Goods. See the 
MANTLES, DRESS GOODS AND SILKS 


DANFORD ROCHE & CO. 


198, 200, 202 and 204 Yonge Street 


THOMAS’ 


EUROPEAN HOTEL 


‘THE ENGLISH CHOP HOUSE” 
30 King{St. West, Toronto 


SD 





} 





Ladies’ Cafe and Family 
Restaurant 


Within two minutes’ walk of Theaters. 
attention to Theater Parties. 

Open until midnight and on Sunday. 

Forty splendid rooms at graduated prices. 


KE & Co. 


Special 


ACHIE 


TORONTO SATURDAY 


NIGHT. 


A NEW DEPARTURE 


Cait lteer 
MLE ete 


Our Candies at one-half the former prices. How's this? Why, these high-grade goods, that we used to import with duty of 35 per cent. 
and 1 1-2 cents per lb. added, we now — fresh every day, right here on the premises How do we do this? Why, instead of importing the 
goods, subject to the above tariff, we simply import the skilled labor and machinery, and the job’s done, and the public are the people benefited. 
If you don’t believe the Cand es and Bon Bons are equal to the imported, just come and look and take home a sample, whilst at the same time- 
you can buy your New Year’s Cake, or find some toy or novelty to make your children happy ; perhaps you had better bring them along, too, as 
they can help you in the Candy business. Our new Catalogue will shortly appear, with prices and instructions. 


Wedding Breakfasts sent anywhere. Dinners Cooked with all the accessories. Balls, 
Evening Parties, tunches, Ete. Ices. Creams, Jellies, Entrees, Souflets, Quenelles, Mince 
«| Meat, Plum Puddintgs, ete. 


= WEDDING CAKES. 


HARRY WEBB, 447 Yonge _ Street, Toronto, Ont. 
HEINTZMAN & CO. 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


PIANOFORTES 


GRAND, SQUARE AND UPRIGHT. 





| 
, 
| 
| 
| 


| shoul 


- 
Ladies’ Silver $4 95, worth 7.50 
Solid Gold from $12 up 
Solid 14k Gold $22.50, worth $30 
Gent’s 18k Solid Gold Repeater and 
Chronograph $135, worth $175 


Choice Assortment of Goods—Suitable for 
Christmas Presents 


GEo. EK. TROREY 


Manufacturing Jeweler 





81 King Street East, opp. Toronto Street | 


| 


COLOSSAL 
SALE OF CLOTHIN G 


Now in Full Blast | 





Men’s Overcoats 
Boys Overcoats 


NOBBY AND NEAT 


Equal in every respect to the fines 
durin 


ustom work. Selling 
the sale at net wholesale figures. Those in need 
certainly call. 


OAK HALL, 


115 to 121 King Street Kast, 


TORONTO. 
WILLIAM RUTHERFORD~ - 


| 
| 


Manager 


| "1 Tale 
a AS ai kek 
RAILWAY. 


NEW YEAR 
HOLIDAYS 


Return tickets will be sold between all Stations at 


SINGLE FARE 


On December 31, 1888, and January J, 1889, good to return 
until January 2, 1889, inclusive, and at 


FARE AND ONE-THIRD 


On December, 28, 1888, to January 1, 1889, inclusive, good 
to return untii January 3, 1889, inclusive. 


TORONTO OFFICES: 


110 King St. West 56 Yonge Street 


24 York Street Union Depot 
(North Side) 


The oldest and most 


|reliable Piano Manu- 


facturers in the Do- 
minion. 


Thoir thirty-six years’ 
record the best guar- 
antee of the excellence 
of their instruments. 


Our written guaran- 
tee for five years ac- 
» companies each Piano. 


Illustrated Catalogue 
free on application. 


Warerooms, 117 King Street W., Toronto. 


SOLE AGENCY. 


N T 
N T 
N ‘SWEETNESS 


| 
| 
IN. DURABILITY 


TORONTO. TEMPLE or MUSIC, 
J.o.POWLEY & CO. 


-MENDELS 


TE LS EN ES: Che WEST. 


SOHN PIANO CO’Y = 


MANUFACTURERS 


HIGH: CLASS PIANOS 


Unequalled in Elegance of 
Construction and Beauty 
of Finish. 


AMERICAN PIANO 


euoy, jO AqrIng) 
pues sseueuly yonoy 
oe qIsdm@Ag pus Aseg 


CANADIAN 
AMERICAN 


ORGANS 


Second-hand Pianos and Organs on Small Weekly or Monthly Payments. 


91 AND 93 KING ST. WEST. 


TORONTO 





